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ROME  IN  AN  UPROAR  ; 

OR, 

THE    POPE'S    BULLS 

BROUGHT     TO     THE     BAITING-STAKE 

BY    OLD    FATHER    PETRE's. 

[The  object  of  this  ftreet  ballad  is  too  obvious  to  need  comment. 
It  was  written  fhortly  after  the  final  flight  of  James  II.,  and  is  a 
paan  upon  the  downfall  of  that  fovereign  and  his  jefuitical  advifers, 
who  had  fyftematically  labored  to  bring  this  kingdom  once  more 
under  fubjeclion  to  the  See  of  Rome.] 

To  the  tune  of  "  Packington's  Pound.'''' 


HEN   England  half-ruin'd  had  caufe  to  be 
fad, 
The   Pope's   bloody  Bulls  they  begun  to 
run  mad  ; 

Becaufe  we  had  given  them  pafture  awhile, 
They  ran  about  ranging  all  over  the  I  fie  ; 
Thefe  mercilefs  Beafts,  their  rage  for  to  feaft, 
They  gored  and  had  like  to  have  murder'd  our  Teft ; 
But  juft  in  the  interim  there  came  in  a  Friend, 
Who  did  the  poor  Teft  from  their  fury  defend. 

b  z 
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Thefe  Bulls  they  were  kept  by  that  Bear  in  the  Tower  *, 

And  chiefly  were  nourifh'd  by  Difpenfing  Power ; 

But  fometimes  to  feaft  their  devouring  jaws, 

Their  Keeper  would  give  them  fome  fcraps  of  the  laws : 

Thefe  Bulls  have  been  found  in  other  men's  ground, 

But  now  we  have  put  them  in  Packington's  Pound; 

O  never  were  bulls  fo  baited  about, 

For  certain,  as  thefe  will  be,  e'er  they  come  out. 

Thus  in  our  Nation  a  great  many  fools 

Endeavor'd  to  fatten  his  Holinefs'  Bulls; 

The  Judges  almoft  out  of  every  caufe 

Allow'd  them  a  penfion  of  Penal  Laws  ; 

Thefe  Bulls  had  fuch  power,  they'd  like  to  devour 

Our  Church  and  our  laws,  but  they  now  are  brought 

lower  : 
Was  ever  fuch  impudent  Bulls  ever  known, 
To  tofs  facred  Majefty  out  of  the  throne  ! 

Their  Keeper  who  was  no  lefs  man  than  a  Lord, 
Was  by  thefe  mad  Bulls  moft  notorioufly  gor'd ; 
They  had  on  their  heads  fuch  a  Sampfon-like  power, 
They  caft  him  at  one  clever  tofs  in  the  Tower  : 
And  fome  they  are  jealous  that  he  and  his  fellows 
Will  be  toft  from  the  Tower  to  a  fcaffbld  or  gallows — 
O  what  a  fad  fight  would  it  be  for  to  fee 
So  many  bleft  martyrs  to  fwing  on  a  tree  ! 

*  The  brutal  Jeffreys. 
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We've  done  with  the  Keeper,  and  now  for  the  driver, 
Who  valued  Religion  no  more  than  a  ftiver  : 
Thefe  Bulls  being  wanton,  and  at  no  command, 
They  toft  their  poor  driver  quite  out  of  the  land  ; 
This  is  a  fad  matter  to  lofe  Obfervator  * 
Who  has  zjirange  name,  but  is  ftranger  by  nature  : 
'Twould  be  a  fad  thing,  mould  he  dance  the  long  jig 
For  making  divifion  'twixt  Tory  and  Whig. 

Thefe  Bulls  were  fo  wanton  and  mafterlefs  grown, 
They  broke  into  paftures  that  lay  nigh  the  throne  j 
They  fatted  themfelves,  and  they  ranged  about, 
And  undid  the  owner  before  they  came  out ; 
He  was  forc'd  out  of  hand,  to  leave  all  his  land, 
(Such  damn'd  Popifh  Bulls  deferve  all  to  be  hang'd,) 
More  mifchief  they  did  which  muft  not  be  expreft, 
I'll  leave  you  alone  to  imagine  the  reft. 

But  now  thefe  fad  beafts  for  the  mifchief  they'd  done, 
Will  be  to  the  flaughter  brought  every  one  ; 

*  Alluding  to  Sir  Roger  L'Eftrange,  the  originator  of  a  paper 
fo  called,  the  delign  of  which  was  to  vindicate  the  meafures  of  the 
court  of  Charles  II.  and  the  character  of  that  king  from  the  charge 
of  being  popifhly  affected.  L'Eftrange  had  alfo  ftrenuoufly  defended 
the  difpeniing  power  claimed  by  James  II.,  for  which  reafon  he  was 
adjudged,  on  the  acceffion  of  William  and  Mary,  to  be  "  a  difaf- 
fecled  perfon."  Queen  Mary  Ihowed  her  contempt  of  him  by  the 
following  indifferent  anagram  fhe  made  (or  rather  attempted)  on  his 
name  :  — 

Roger  L'Eftrange, 

Lying  ftrange  Roger  ! 
b  3 


POLITICAL  BALLADS.  l689. 

And  if  that  they  were  but  well  order'd  and  dreft, 
'Twould  make  Pope  and  Devil  a  delicate  feaft  ; 
Their  Bulls  nor  their  Bears  fhall  breed  no  more  fears, 
Nor  fet  us  together  again  by  the  ears, 
We'll  out  of  our  land  quickly  drive  out  fuch  beafts, 
As  popular  rogues  and  difquieted  priefts. 

You  that  are  minded  to  purchafe  a  hide, 

Pray  lay  by  your  coin  while  the  Bulls  they  are  tried, 

For  then  at  the  gallows  you'll  fee  fuch  a  heap, 

An  excellent  pennyworth's  fold  very  cheap  : 

Stay  but  while  Seflions,  you'll  hear  fuch  confeflions, 

As  fubtle  as  ere  was  the  Old  Declarations  ; 

But  we  fhall  have  now  a  much  honefter  ftate, 

And  be  no  more  Bull'd  at  fo  fimple  a  rate. 


1689. 
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PANDORA'S    BOX; 


OR, 


THE    MISCHIEVOUS    EFFECTS    OF    THE    WORD 


c< 


ABDICATE. 


[On  the  28th  January,  1689,  the  Commons  refolved  "  That  King 
James  II.  having  endeavored  to  fubvert  the  Conliitution,  by  break- 
ing the  original  contraft  between  king  and  people,  and  by  the  advice 
of  Jefuits  and  other  wicked  perfons,  having  violated  the  fundamental 
laws,  and  withdrawn  himfelf  out  of  the  kingdom,  hath  abdicated  the 
government,  and  that  the  throne  is  thereby  vacant.'"  This  me- 
morable refolution  was  carried  up  to  the  Lords  by  Mr.  Hampden, 
and  occafioned  long  and  warm  altercations  between  the  two  Houfes. 
The  writer  of  the  following  ballad  exhibits  the  Jacobite  view  of  the 
difpute,  as  well  as  expofes  the  tergiverfation  of  the  clerical  and  other 
parties  in  the  State.] 


i. 

HAVE  often  admired  what  mould  be  the 

caufe, 
That  fome  of  all  Se£te  have  deferved  the 
laws ; 

Their  reafon,  religion,  nay,  everything, 
That  good  and  juft  is,  as  well  as  their  King ; 
I  thought  'twas  a  plot, 
By  a  Jefuit  begot 
On  an  Amfterdam  wench,  or  other  Court  trot, 
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At  length  hard  fcratching  brou't  into  my  pate, 
'Twas  the  Devil  wrapt  up  in  the  word  "  abdicate." 

For  fince  this  d — d  word  has  grown  into  fafhion, 
It  has  ftrangely  bewitch'd  a  great  part  of  the  nation  ; 
Made  ftatefmen  turn  rebels,  judges  rank  traitors, 
Common  fools  and  grand  knaves  commence  legislators  : 

King  James  is  undone, 

And  robb'd  of  his  Crown, 
The  Queen  and  Prince  banifht  for  what  none  dares  own, 
Unlefs  for  the  racking  and  ruin  o'  the  irate, 
By  tyrants  that  taught  us  the  word  "  abdicate." 

'Twas  this  made  the  double-tongued  rooks  that  take  fees, 

To  cheat  all  they  trade  with  for  honor  and  eafe, 

So  fuddenly  filent,  then  loudly  did  bawl 

For  the  rights  of  King  James  in  Weitminfter  Hall ; 

'Twas  their  common  theme, 

That  he  was  fupreme  ; 
But  when  traitors  fucceeded,  'twas  all  but  a  dream  ; 
They  helpt  to  dethrone  him,  and  laws  abrogate, 
To  fet  up  a  Dutch  Fop  on  the  word  "  abdicate." 

Swearing  clergy  (God  blefs  us  !)  came  in  for  their  fhare, 
In  depofing  their  King,  their  Church,  and  their  Pray'r, 
A  fin  ne'er  heard  of  till  thofe  ihow'd  their  feats, 
And  ruin'd  the  nation  by  fan£tified  cheats  ; 
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What  they  preach'd  up  of  yore 

They  have  lately  forfwore, 
And  inftead  of  God  their  new  idol  adore  : 
Perjured  apoftates  !  who  keep  their  eftate 
Have  fwallow'd  damnation  with  the  word  "  abdicate." 

Jack  Prefbyter  promifed  King  James  to  defend, 

And  in  AddrefTes  moft  wretchedly  penn'd, 

Serv'd  up  their  cant,  gave  thanks  with  non-fenfe, 

For  the  exploded  makebate  called  Liberty  o'  Confcience  ; 

But  when  the  Dutch  Fray 

Had  wrought  his  decay, 
They  turn'd  to  th'  Ufurper  and  for  him  did  pray, 
Whence,  my  dear  friends,  this  ufe  we  may  gather, — 
Had  he  ftay'd,  he'd  been  ferved  as  they  ferved  his  father. 

The  brethren,  too,  of  the  Independent  perfuafion, 
When  flatt'ring  the  King  was  too  much  in  fafhion, 
Show'd  a  zeal  for  James  and  his  royal  line, 
But  his  extirpation  was  the  Court  defign ; 

For  in  a  few  weeks 

They  fhow'd  him  their  old  tricks 
And  play'd  the  devil  on  Medea's  two  sticks  ; 
A  new  league  they  formed,  and  did  jointly  create 
An  hook-nofed  new  Nothing*  from  the  word  "  abdicate." 


*  An  allufion  to  the  Roman  nofe  of  William  of  Orange. 
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An  Englifh  Jefuit  firft  ftarted  the  word, 
And  fanatics  have  giv'n't  the  pow'r  o'  th'  fword  ; 
Nay,  more  than  divine,  it  all  ills  can  do, 
Make  treafon  allegiance,  contradictions  true  ; 

Would  you  have  a  wench, 

Or  be  judge  on  the  bench, 
Be  lord,  duke,  or  knight,  or  beat  Scotch  or  French  ; 
All  are  your  own,  Hell  itfelf  can't  gainfay  it, 
If  you  faft  and  pronounce  the  word  "  abdicate." 

This  made  convention  'gainft  Scripture  and  Law, 
Unmade  their  King,  and  fet  up  Jack  Straw  ; 
Which  bold  undertaking  he  to  requite 
Lick'd  into  Parliament  by  the  fame  Right, 

A  Communion  Prayer, 

An  eternal  lord  Mayor, 
And  hungry  Dutchmen  to  keep  the  land  bare, 
Were  all  forc'd  upon  us,  as  we  fee  too  late, 
Legions  of  devils  in  the  word  "  abdicate." 

But  when  the  curft  word  had  worried  the  loyal, 
Upon  their  own  party  it  'gan  to  make  trial, 
Schomberg  and  Deering  and  Grafton  it  kill'd, 
And  a  hundred  thoufand  men's  blood  it  has  fpill'd, 

For  the  fake  of  a  few 

Of  the  factious  crew 
That  God,  nor  religion,  nor  honefty  knew, 
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Poor  fouls,  I  lament  their  delufion  and  fate, 
To  perifh  like  fools  for  the  word  "  abdicate" 

Cornbury  and  Churchill  have  had  a  difafter, 

Who,  like  cowardly  villains,  betray'd  their  mailer, 

Delamere's  frowned  upon,  and  Norfolk's  unpaid  ; 
*  *  #  *  *  *  j- 

Danby  looks  back, 

Nottingham  flack, 
Forfeeing  their  Babel  muft  needs  go  to  rack  ; 
Old  Wiltfhire  and  Bath,  too,  as  ftories  relate, 
Are  fick  o'  the  new  king,  and  the  word  "  abdicate.'''' 

RufTell's  unhanged,  and  grown  very  poor, 
The  rogue  can't  advance  'bove  one  tattered  wh — , 
Commonwealth  Wildman  is  Jack  out  of  office, 
Sidney  and  Norfolk  are  grown  very  snuffifh  ; 

Jackboots  is  blamed, 

By  Tillotfon  fhamed, 
And  mock-bifhop  Burnet  lives  but  to  be  damned, 
For  pimping  and  plotting  for  Will  and  his  mate, 
And  blafpheming  God  with  the  word  "  abdicate" 

Now  curft  be  the  word  !   and  no  lefs  the  knaves 
That  ruin  our  traffick  to  render  us  flaves, 


f  A  line  here  has  been  omitted,  unfortunately,   by  the    tran- 
fcriber. 
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That  fend  Englifh  money  to  Holland  by  barrels, 
And  fpill  Englifh  blood  in  foreigner's  quarrels  ; 

May  they  all  repent  'urn, 

And  to  Holland  be  fent  home, 
On  condition  we  lofe  all  the  money  we  lent  'urn  ; 
May  King  James  return  to  his  primitive  ftate, 
In  fpite  of  the  Devil,  and  the  word  "  abdicate  !  " 
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A  LITANY  RECOMMENDED  TO  THE  EC- 
CLESIASTICAL COMMISSIONERS. 

[In  1686,  James  II.  revived  the  terrible  Court  of  High  Commif- 
fion  from  which  the  nation  had  been  freed  by  the  Long  Parliament. 
The  Commiffioners  whom  he  appointed  were  the  brutal  Lord  Chan- 
cellor Jeffreys,  Sancroft,  Archbifhop  of  Canterbury  (who  declined 
to  acl),  the  Bifhops  of  Durham  and  Rochefter,  the  Lord  Treafurer, 
the  Lord  President,  and  the  Lord  Chief  Juftice  of  the  King's  Bench. 
The  whole  government  of  the  Church  was  committed  to  them.  At 
the  inftigation  of  Sancroft,  in  1688,  the  infatuated  King  confented 
to  abolifh  the  Commiflion  ;  but  the  conceflion  was  made  too  late  to 
fave  his  throne.  It  was  formally  done  after  the  acceffion  of  King 
William  and  Queen  Mary.] 

ROM  impudent  Town  that  was  ever  unjuft, 
From  Rebellion  and  Perjury,  and  Betrayers 

ofTruft, 
And   from  our  new  Reformation  that's  as 
bad  as  the  worft, 

Libera  nos,  Do?nine. 

From  Treafon,  pretended  for  felf-prefervation, 
From  his  Honor  *  that  at  firft  infected  the  nation, 
But  above  all  from  a  Dutch  prefervation, 

Libera,  &c. 


*  The  Earl  of  Shaftefbury,  who  had  fo  obftinately  contefted  James 
II. 's  right  to  the  throne. 
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From  undutiful  children,  and  fubje£t.s  ungrateful, 
FrQm  Wildman  and  Churchill's  *  crews  equally  hateful, 
And  from  the  outlaw'd  bifhopf,  who  hath  his  patefull, 

Libera^  &c. 

From  a  credulous  Houfe  of  Commons  and  Peers, 
From  a  clergy  that  well  deferve  lofing  their  ears, 
And  from   his   new-made   Lordfhip  ^,  whom  his  mafter 
fears, 

Libera ,  &c. 

From  Commiffions  containing  a  ftrange  apprehenfion, 
From  thofe  that  promoted  his  Grace's  §  fufpenfion, 
And  from  the  ufeful  gentleman  ||  with  the  liberal  penfion, 

Libera ,  &c. 

*  John  Wildman,  the  noted  republican  and  opponent  of  the 
Stuarts,  a  man  of  whom  it  was  faid,  that  he  "  had  a  wonderful  fkill 
in  grazing  the  edge  of  treafon  ;  "  and  Lord  Churchill,  fubfequently 
Duke  of  Marlborough. 

f  Dr.  Henry  Compton,  Bifhop  of  London,  who  was  fufpended 
from  his  fpiritual  functions  for  refuting  to  comply  with  James's  un- 
conftitutional  behefts. 

J  Vice-Admiral  Arthur  Herbert,  who  was,  in  this  year,  created 
Earl  of  Torrington. 

§  Dr.  Wm.  Sancroft,  Archbifhop  of  Canterbury,  who,  for  re- 
fusing to  take  the  oaths  to  the  new  government,  was  fufpended  and 
deprived. 

||  Titus  Oates,  who,  for  his  pretended  difcovery  of  a  Popifh  plot, 
in  the  time  of  Charles  II.,  was  rewarded  with  a  penfion  of  1,200/. 
a  year,  a  fourth  of  which  was  renewed  to  him  upon  the  accefhon  of 
William  III. 
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From  undoing  of  bifhops,  and  fenar.es  uncivil, 
From  a  Kirk  and  a  Covenant  that  are  equally  evil, 
And  from  a  Country  enacting  to  go  the  Devil, 

Libera,  &c. 

From  the  lofs  of  our  Surplice,  and  Mitre,  and  Crofs, 
From  the  lofs  of  our  liturgy  (an  incurable  lofs), 
And  from  the  lofs  of  our  King,  which  is  certainly  worfe, 

Libera,  £5V. 

From  being  the  fhame  of  all  ages  to  come, 
From  robbers  abroad,  and  worfe  thieves  at  home, 
And  from  being  by  friends  and  relations  undone, 

Libera,  &c. 

From  our  prefent  confufions,  and  profpects  of  more, 
And  thofe  that  commanded  the  King  out  of  door, 
From  a  Dutchman  that  ferves  inftead  of  a  wh — , 

Libera,  &c. 

From  the  French,  the  Dane,  and  the  nafty  Myn-heer, 
From  Bob-tail  his  fro,  that  fo  long  hath  been  here, 
And  from  all  the  worft  evils  we  have  juft  caufe  to  fear, 

Libera,  &c. 


s^^rmmm^ 
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THE  TRIMMER. 

BY  TOM  D'URFEY. 

[The  word  "  Trimmer  "  was  a  political  term  in  ufe  in  the  reign 
of  Charles  II.  and  William  III.  "The  party  of  Trimmers  (re- 
marks Scott),  properly  fo  called,  only  comprehended  the  followers 
of  Halifax ;  but  our  author  (i.  e.  Dryden)  feems  to  include  all  thofe 
who,  profefTing  to  be  friends  of  monarchy,  were  enemies  to  the  Duke 
of  York,  and  who  were  as  odious  to  the  Court  as  the  fanatical  re- 
publicans. Much  wit  and  more  virulence  was  unchained  againft 
them."  According  to  Macaulay,  inftead  of  quarrelling  with  this 
nickname,  Lord  Halifax  affumed  it  as  a  title  of  honor,  and  vindi- 
cated, with  great  vivacity,  the  dignity  of  the  appellation.  It  carne 
at  laft,  as  in  this  ballad,  to  be  applied  exclufively  to  the  moft  profli- 
gate of  time-fervers.] 

RAY  lend  me  your  ear,  if  you've    any  to 
fpare, 
You  that  love  Commonwealth  as  you  hate 
Common  Pray'r, 
Which  can  in  a  breath,  pray,  dilTemble,  and  fwear ; 
Which  nobody  can  deny,  deny, 
Which  nobody  can  deny. 

I'm  firft  on  the  wrong  fide,  and  then  on  the  right, 
To-day  I'm  a  Jack*,  and  to-morrow  a  mite, 
I  for  either  King  pray,  but  for  neither  dare  fight ; 

Which,  &c. 


*  In  the  political  flang  of  the  day  the  Jacobites,  as  well  as  the 
Tories  who  fympathifed  with  the  ex-royal  family,  were  thus  de- 
fignated. 
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Sometimes  I'm  a  rebel,  sometimes  I'm  a  faint ; 
Sometimes  I  can  preach,  and  at  other  times  cant; 
There  is  nothing  but  grace  I  thank  God  that  I  want ; 

Which,  &c. 

Old  Babylon's  whore,  I  cannot  endure  her ; 
I'm  a  fan£tified  faint,  there's  none  can  be  purer, 
For  fwearing  I  hate  like  any  non-juror ; 

Which,  &c. 

Of  our  gracious  King  William  I  am  a  great  lover, 
Yet  I  fide  with  a  party  that  prays  for  another  ; 
I'd  drink  the  King's  health,  take  it  one  way  or  t'other  ; 

Which,  &c. 

Precifely  I  creep  like  a  fnail  to  the  Meeting, 
Where  fighing  I  fit ;  and  fuch  forrowful  greeting 
Makes  me  hate  a  long  prayer  and  two  hours'  prating  ; 

Which,  &c. 

Andthe  n  I  ring  pfalms  as  if  never  weary, 
Yet  I  muft  confefs  when  I'm  frolic  and  merry, 
More  mufic  I  find  in  A  Boat  to  the  Ferry; 

Which,  &c. 

I  can  pledge  ev'ry  health  my  companions  drink  round  ; 
I  can  fay  "  Heaven  blefs"  or  "  the  Devil  confound;  " 
I  can  hold  with  the  hare  and  run  with  the  hound  ; 

Which,  &c. 
VOL.    II.  C 
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I  can  pray  for  a  bifhop,  and  curfe  an  archdeacon  ; 
I  can  feem  very  forry  that  Charleroi's  taken  ; 
I  can  fay  anything  to  fave  my  own  bacon  ; 

Which,  &c. 

Sometimes  for  a  good  Commonwealth  I  am  wifhing — 

0  Oliver,  Oliver,  give  us  thy  bleffing  ! 
For  in  troubled  waters  now  I  love  fifhing; 

Which,  &c. 

The  times  are  fo  ticklifh  I  vow  and  profefs, 

1  know  not  which  party  or  caufe  to  embrace, 

I'll  fide  with  thofe  to  be  fure  that  are  leaft  in  diftrefs  ; 

Which,  &c. 

With  the  Jacks  I  rejoice  that  Savoy's  defeated  * ; 
With  the  Whigs  I  feem  pleafed  he  fo  bravely  retreated  ; 
Friends  and  foes  are  by  me  both  equally  treated  ; 

Which,  &c. 

Each  party,  you  fee,  is  thus  full  of  great  hope, 
There  are  fome  for  the  Devil  and  fome  for  the  Pope, 
And  I  am  for  anything  —  but  for  a  rope  ; 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 


*  Alluding  to  the  defeat  of  the  Duke  of  Savoy  at  Marfiglia. 
The  viclory  of  the  French  marfhal,  Catinat,  was  attributed  to  the 
undaunted  conduA  of  his  Irifh  mercenaries,  particularly  the  men  of 
Limerick. 
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THE  WEASEL  UNCASED  ; 

OR, 

THE    IN    AND    THE    OUTSIDE    OF    A    PRIEST 

DRAWN    TO    THE    LIFE. 

to  Eh/?  C°"flqUenCf  <%*  Macaulay)    of  the  elevation  of  Tillotfon 
to  the  fee  of  Canterbury,  the  deanery  of  St.  Paul's  became  vacant 

tlkeZ2    I     ^  I*6  neWdean  be— known,  a  clamour 
broke  forth,   fuch  as  perhaps  no  ecclefiaftical  appointment  has  ever 
produced    a  clamour  made  up   of  yells  of  hatred,  of  hilTes  of  con- 
tempt, and I  of  fhouts  of  triumphant  and  half-infulting  welcome  :  for 
the   new   dean   was  William  Sherlock."     At  the  Revolution   Dr 
Sherlock  not  only  refufed  to  take  the  oaths  to  the  new  government 
but  mfluenced  others  to  follow  his  example.     He  was  tWor^ 
pnved,  and  d.fcontmued  preaching  from  Aug.  i,  :689  to  Feb 
.690-,,  when  he  fuddenly  refumed  his  labors,  pleading 'that  he  had 
pernuffiontodofofrom  «  his  fuperiors  ;  »  hence  the^xtraord  na  y 
clamour  to  which  Lord  Macaulay  refers.    Calamy  fays  that  when  Ire- 
land was  fubdued  the  doclor  took  the  oaths,  and  tlJt  the  conv  nc  " 
argument  was  the  battle  of  the  Boyne.     Be  that  as  it  may'the  cZ 
temporary  fatinfts,  to  a  man,  chofe  to  attribute  Dr.  Sherlock's  final 

Satirical  Fable  bto.  Lond.  l69i),  the  do6Ws  wife    is  represented 
chfrX:  6  P°mti  and  thC  argUmCnt  °f  the  firA  fefti°n  eXPkins  its 

"  Hufband  and  wife  at  variance  are 
About  the  oaths,  till  female  art 
Informs  his  confcience  he  mult  fwear, 
And  brings  him  over  to  her  part." 
The  dodor  is  reprefented  as  arguing  againft  the  oaths  on  the  ground 
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of  character.     She  then  alludes  to  certain  of  his  writings,  which,  fhe 
contends,  favor  her  view.     To  this  he  replies : 

"  Opinions  varioufly  the  wife  indite  ; 
Ne'er  build  too  much  on  what  I  write  : 
Thou  art  my  own,  and  I  may  boldly  fay, 
My  pen  can  travel  this  and  t'other  way." 
Ultimately  the  lady  prevails,  and  the  doctor's  palliation  of  his  trim- 
ming conduct:  is  found  in  the  argument  of  the  fecond  le&ion  of  the 
fable : 

"  A  weefil  of  his  former  flock 

Our  convert's  double-dealing  (hows  ; 
Who  patiently  receives  the  (hock, 

And  lays  the  fault  upon  his  fpoufe."] 


PROTESTANT   Priest,  a  man  of  great 

fame, 
To  be  rich  and  great  was  his  only  aim, 
It  was  Doctor  Weafel  the  very  fame; 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 


This  weafel  at  firft  to  get  him  fome  grub, 
A  little  fmall  girl,  and  a  little  good  bub, 
Diogenes-like  he  preached  in  a  tub  ; 


Which,  &c. 


Yet  in  thofe  days  he  was  very  fickle, 

And  tho'  he  was  head  of  a  great  conventicle, 

Yet  he  had  a  month's  mind  to  be  higher  a  little ; 

Which,  &c. 
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And  finding  ambition  to  grow  with  his  pride, 
And  if  he'd  be  great,  he  muff,  change  his  fide, 
He  left  all  his  flock,  and  his  firft  faith  denied  ; 

Which,  &c. 

By  which  they  perceiv'd  his  heart  was  grown  evil, 
They  put  forth  a  book,  which  he  thought  uncivil, 
The  title  was  TVeafePs  Difpute  with  the  Devil  *  ; 

Which,  &c. 

In  which  learned  piece,  they  there  did  difcover 
That,  like  unto  Judas,  he  was  a  falfe  brother, 
And  of  a  full  bag  he  is  a  great  lover ; 

Which,  &c. 

To  which  bloody  charge  he  anfwered  in  feafon, 
And  why  he  left  them,  told  'em  his  reafon, 
And  prov'd  all  their  tenets  border'd  on  treafon ; 

Which,  &c. 

And  then,  like  a  hero,  he  did  lay  about, 

And  fwore  he  would  preach  all  their  tub-bottoms  out, 

And  prove  them  to  be  a  phanatical  rout ; 

Which,  &c. 

*  Alluding   to   a  fcurrilous  pamphlet  entitled  A  Friendly  Debate 
between  Satan  and  Sherlock,  written  by  Thomas  Danfon  in  1677. 

c  3 
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And  truly  he  was  as  good  as  his  word, 
And  writ  a  fine  book,  tho'  by  them  abhor'd 
The  Cafe  of  Refiftance  * ,  which  ftands  on  record  ; 

Which,  &c. 

In  that  loyal  piece,  againft  the  precife, 

He  prov'd  by  all  the  grave,  learned,  and  wife, 

Obedience  is  better  than  all  Sacrifice ; 

Which,  &c. 

And  then  he  proceeded  by  Scripture  and  reafon, 
To  prove  non-Refiftance  always  in  feafon, 
And  its  oppofite  doctrine  no  lefs  than  treafon ; 

Which,  &c. 

And  having  obferv'd  the  laws  o'  th'  nation, 

With  thofe  of  the  Gofpel,  had  a  relation, 

Said,  thofe  that  refift  would  receive  juft  damnation  ; 

Which,  &c. 

To  ftrengthen  this  point  he  quoted  St.  Paul, 
St.  Peter,  St.  Jude,  our  Saviour  and  all, 
Proving  none  could  be  faved  who  from  that  faith  did  fall  ; 

Which,  &c. 


*  The  Cafe  of  Refiftance  of  the  Supreme  Powers  fated  and defended. 
8vo.  Lond.     1684. 
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But  what  will  you  fay  of  this  Weafel  ftout, 

If  after  all  this  he  fhould  face  about, 

And  in  print  tell  the  world  in  truth  he  was  out ; 

Which,  &c. 


Yet  Reafon  and  Confcience  a  war  did  begin, 
And  ftruggled  with  Pride  and  Ambition  within, 
To  take  the  new  oaths  he  long  thought  a  fin  ; 

Which,  &c. 


to> 


His  fpoufe,  like  Job's  wife,  to  eafe  his  heart-aching 
Did  prefs  him  to  fwear  that  he  was  miftaken, 
Though  fome  think  it  was  for  to  fave  his  bacon ; 


Which,  &c. 


At  firft  he  did  doubt,  and  therefore  did  pray, 
That  heaven  would  inftrucT:  him  in  the  right  way, 
Whether  Jemmy  or  William  he  ought  to  obey  ; 

Which,  &c. 

The  Pafs  at  the  Boyne  determin'd  that  cafe, 
And  Precept  to  Providence  then  did  give  place, 
To  change  his  opinion  he  thought  no  difgrace  ; 

Which,  Sic. 
C4 


24  POLITICAL  BALLADS.  i69r. 

For  tho'  he  had  done  the  fame  thing  before, 

Yet  now  for  his  comfort  he  need  change  no  more, 

For  his  Cafe  of  Allegiance  *  will  ferve  for  a  fcore  ; 

Which,  &c. 

For  there  he  has  plainly  made  it  appear 

That  ftrength  gives  a  right,  therefore  we  may  fwear 

To  him  in  pofleffion,  though  not  the  right  heir ; 

Which,  &c. 

And  mould  a  fray  happen  betwixt  Father  and  Son, 
If  the  boy  beat  his  father,  and  fo  make  him  run, 
Providence  has  appointed  that  thing  to  be  done  ; 

Which,  &c. 

Befides  he  has  prov'd  the  mighty  convenience 
Of  fubjects  tranfferring  their  faith  and  allegiance 
To  thofe  that  can  crufh  'em  all  into  obedience ; 

Which,  &c. 

So  let  O.  P.f  or  P.  O.f  be  King, 
Or  any  one  elfe,  it  is  the  fame  thing, 
For  only  Heaven  does  that  blefling  bring  ; 

Which,  &c. 

*  The  Cafe  of  Allegiance  due  to  Sovereign  Ponvers.     4to.  Lond. 
1690.     And  its  Vindication,  publifhed  in  the  fame  year. 

f  Initials  referring  to  Oliver  Prote&or,  and  Prince  of  Orange. 


,69i.  WILLIAM  III.  25 

But  this  with  the  Scripture  can  never  agree, 
As  Hofea  the  eighth  and  the  fourth  you  may  fee, 
"  They  have  fet  up  Kings,  but  yet  not  by  me  ;" 

Which,  &c. 

Now  what  need  the  prophet  there  to  complain, 
If  the  people's  Anointed  and  God's  were  the  fame, 
If  fo,  David's  friends  they  all  were  to  blame ; 

Which,  &c. 

For  though  God  permitted  the  people  to  bring 
Good  David's  fon  forth,  and  proclaim  him  King, 
Yet  all  the  world  knows  how  he  punifht  the  King ; 

Which,  &c. 

And  may  all  fuch  fons  enjoy  the  fame  fate, 
That  dethrone  their  father,  and  him  abdicate, 
No  doubt  it  will  happen  in  time,  foon  or  late  ; 

Which,  &c. 

With  one  remark  more  I'll  end  this  dull  fong, 
And  his  fulfome  Republican  arguments  ftrong, 
Which  make  wrong  to  be  right ,  and  right  to  be  wrong ; 

Which,  &c. 

That  famous  old  prieft,  the  Vicar  of  Bray, 
Who  in  all  change  of  times  knew  how  to  obey, 
Was  an  afs  to  the  Weafel,  if  I  may  fo  fay  ; 

Which,  &c. 
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And  truly  I  think  no  more  need  be  faid, 
By  a  penny  we  know  how  a  (hilling  is  made, 
For  Prieft  and  prieft-craft  is  all  but  a  trade, 

Which,  &c. 

And  thus  I  in  little  have  drawn  to  the  life 
His  flefh  and  his  fpirit  alway  at  ftrife, 
But  the  flefh  did  prevail  by  the  help  of  his  wife ; 
Which  nobody  can  deny,  deny, 
Which  nobody  can  deny. 


<S2^2? 
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LAY  BY  YOUR  REASON. 

[The  Jacobite  author  of  this  ballad,  whilft  fatirifing  the  govern- 
ment of  William,  affefts  a  fympathy  for  the  non-jurors,  whofe 
clamour  upon  the  appointment  of  bifhops  to  the  vacant  fees  revived 
for  a  feafon  the  expiring  hopes  of  James's  adherents.] 

To  the  tune  of  "  Love  lies  Bleeding." 


£  -,      a    - v 


AY  by  your  reafon, 

Truth's  out  of  feafon, 
Rebellion   now   is   loyalty,    and   loyalty   is 
treafon ; 
Now  forty-one,  Sir, 
Is  quite  undone,  Sir. 
A  fubj'ecT:  then  depofed  a  King,  but  now  'tis  by  a  Son, 
Sir. 
The  Nation's  falvation 
From  mal-adminiftration 
Was  then   pretenc'd  by  the   Saints,  but  now  'tis  abdi- 
cation. 

And  now  the  cafe,  Sir, 
Bears  another  face,  Sir ; 
Billy  had  a  mind  to  reign,  and  Jemmy  muft  give  place, 
Sir. 
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RaiPd  Infurre&ions, 

With  bafe  Reflexions, 
And  labour'd  tooth  and  nail  to  perfect  his  projections. 

Rebellion  in  fafhion, 

Declar'd  throughout  the  nation, 
Then  turn'd  his  father  out,  and  call'd  it  abdication. 

A  Declaration  * 

For  felf-prefervation 
Was  fpread  abroad,  wherein  he  prov'd  a  father's  no  re 
lation. 

Monarchy  haters, 

With  Abdicators, 
Did  fwell  into  a  league  of  Dutchmen,  Whigs,  and  traitors : 

They  enter  indenture, 

Soul  and  body  venture, 
Whilft  at  royal  Jemmy's  head  their  malice  ftill  did  center. 

What  have  we  gain'd  ? 
Grievances  retain'd, 
The   Government  is   ftill   the  fame,   the    King    is    only 
chang'd. 
Was  ever  fuch  a  bargain  ! 
What  boots  it  a  farthing, 


*  Alluding  to  the  famous   Declaration  of  William,  which  was 
publifhed  a  few  hours  only  before  his  defcent  upon  our  mores. 


i69i.  WILLIAM  III.  29 

Whether  Father  Petre  rules,  or  Bentinck  *  and  Carmar- 
then *  : 

DiftrefTed,  opprefTed, 

With  empty  hopes  carefTed, 
We  ftill  remain  mjiatu  quo^  there's  nothing  yet  redreffed. 

The  bill  for  Treafonf 
Now's  out  of  feafon, 
And  judges   muft  be  courtiers,  ftill  'gainft  all  right  and 
reafon ; 

*  Bentinck,  the  firft  Earl  of  Portland,  and  the  Earl  of  Carmarthen, 
fubfequently  Duke  of  Leeds.  The  former  flood  higheft  in  William's 
favor,  and,  being  a  foreigner,  excited  the  jealoufy  of  the  Englifli 
nobility.  His  influence  over  the  King  may  be  judged  from  the  fol- 
lowing contemporary  epigram,  entitled  a  "  Defcription  of  a  Hampton 
Court  life  :"— 

"  Man  and  wife  are  both  one 

In  flefh  and  bone  ; 
From  hence  you  may  guefs  what  they  mean ; 

The  Queen  drinks  chocolate 

To  make  the  King  fat, 
The  King  hunts  to  make  the  Queen  lean. 

Mr.  Dean,  he  fays  grace, 

With  a  reverend  face  — 
'  Make  room,'  cries  Sir  Thomas  Duppa  : 

Then  Bentinck  uplocks 

The  King  in  a  box, 
And  you  fee  him  no  more  till  fupper  !  " 

f  Alluding  to  the  claufe  in  the  bill  for  regulating  trials  in  cafes 
of  high  treafon,  which  ena£ted  that  no  perfon  fhould  be  convicled  of 
that  crime  committed  more  than  three  years  before  the  indictment 
was  found. 
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Nay  more  I'll  mention, 
The  Senate  has  a  penfion, 
Which  overthrows  the  Contract  made  with  the  bleft  Con- 
vention. 
Thus  we,  you  fee,  Sir, 
Come  off  by  the  lee,  Sir, 
And  gave  our  money  to  be  flaves,  inftead  of  being  free, 
Sir. 

Was  ever  beetle 
Blind  as  his  people, 
To  think  that  God  will  own   a   Church  with  a  Soci'an 
fteeple  *  : 
Of  wits  bereav'd, 
By  priefts  deceiv'd, 
Who've  bro't  themfelves  unto  that  pafs  ne'er  more  to  be 
believ'd. 
They  lear,  Sir, 
For  fear,  Sir, 
And  then  they'll  all  repent  that  e'er  they  took  the  fwear, 
Sir. 


*  Archbifhop  Tillotfon,  who  fucceeded  the  nonjuring  Sancroft  in 
the  archbifhopric  of  Canterbury,  was  moft  unjuftly  fufpecled,  on 
account  of  his  friendfhip  for  and  correspondence  with  Locke,  Lim- 
borck,  Le  Clerc,  and  others,  of  entertaining  Socinian  views.  "  All 
confederate  inquifitive  men,11  as  he  once  obferved  in  his  own  defence, 
"  that  are  above  fancy  and  enthufiafm,  muft  be  either  Socinians  or 
atheifts,"  in  the  eftimation  of  men  of  his  own  day. 
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'Las  !  what's  confcience 

In  Sherlock's  own  fenfe  *, 
Where  intereft  lies  at  ftake,  and  oaths  with  him  are  non- 
fenfe. 

The  Temple's  mafter 

Fears  no  difafter, 
He  can  take  a  hundred  oaths  and  yet  be  ne'er  the  fafter  ; 

He'll  wrangle  and  brangle, 

And  all  the  caufe  entangle, 
Nothing  now  can  ferve  the  wretch  except  the  old  triangle. 

For  holy  caufe,  Sir, 

You  may  break  laws,  Sir, 
Not  treafon  then,  nor  perjury,  will  fignify  two  ftraws,  Sir. 

So  fad  our  fate  is, 

Worfer  far  than  papifts, 
For  Socinus  rules  the  Church,  and  is  ruled  by  an  Atheift. 

The  Nation's  damnation 

Was  this  laft  Reformation, 
For  you  muft  either  take  the  fwear,  or  ftarve,  or  lofe  your 
ftation. 


*  See  the  preceding  ballad. 
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THE  POLL  ACT. 

[This  ballad  was  fuggefted  by  the  following  extraordinary  refolu- 
tion  of  the  Commons,  20th  061.  1696  :  "That  the  fupplies  for  the 
ferviceof  1697  mould  be  raifed  within  the  year;"  which  was  effected 
by  a  land-tax  of  three  millings  in  the  pound,  and  a  heavy  capitation 
tax,  in  addition  to  the  exifting  burthens.     A  contemporary  wit  thus 
lampoons  both  King  and  Commons  for  their  extravagance  in  con- 
nection with  the  perpetual  wars  of  the  former  : 
"  Six  winter  months  our  Senate  fits 
Five  millions  for  to  raife  ; 
And  all  the  while  they  wrack  their  wits 

To  find  out  means  and  ways. 
Six  fummer  months  our  hero  fpends, 

In  what  you'd  pleafe  to  fay, 
In  finding  out  of  ways  and  means 
To  fquander  all  away.11] 
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POLL   and  Land   Tax    are    now  coming 

forth 
For  our  deliverance,  they  travel  in  birth, 
But  'tis  hard  to  pay  more  for  a  thing  than 
'tis  worth  ; 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 

To  pay  our  juft  taxes  was  once  thought  too  much, 

But  now  extraordinary  charity  is  fuch, 

We  bankrupt  ourfelves  for  maintaining  the  Dutch  ; 

Which,  &c. 
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A  Tax  for  the  land,  and  a  Poll  for  the  head, 
In  this  both  the  Houfes  are  juftly  agreed, 
For  our  eftates  and  our  heads  are  all  forfeited  ; 

Which,  &c. 

If  we  tax  and  poll  on  for  a  year  or  two  more, 

The  French,  I  dare  fwear,  will  ne'er  touch  on  our  fhore, 

For  fear  of  the  charge  of  maintaining  our  poor  ; 

Which,  &c. 

Seeing  nothing  is  done  for't,  a  quarterly  Poll 

Is  like  taking  ill  phyfic  which  gives  one  no  ftool, 

Makes  the  doctor  a  knave,  and  the  patient  a  fool ; 

Which,  &c. 

Since  'tis  for  Religion  we  make  fuch  a-do, 
There's  no  way  to  prove  our  pretenfions  are  true, 
Like  parting  with  our  goods  and  confciences  too  ; 

Which,  &c. 
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ENGLAND'S  TRIUMPH  FOR  HER  CON- 
QUEST IN  FLANDERS. 

BY  TOM  BROWN. 

[In  thefe  farcaftic  ftanzas,  the  author  celebrates  the  two  moll  un- 
fortunate continental  expeditions  undertaken  by  William  III. —  the 
firft,  in  1692,  when  the  Britifh  and  their  allies  not  only  failed  to 
relieve  the  maiden  fortrefs  of  Namur,  which  was  befieged  by  Louis 
XIV.  in  peribn,  but  alio  fuffered  a  fignal  defeat  in  the  battle  of 
Steinkirk  :  the  fecond,  in  1694,  when  an  attempt  was  made  to  fur- 
prife  the  harbour  of  Breft,  and  the  Englifh  commander  for  his 
temerity  paid  the  penalty  of  his  life.] 

HEN  people  find  their  money  fpent, 
They  recollecl:  which  way  it  went, 
The  like  in  order  to  prevent 

For  future. 

That  money's  fpent,  I  need  not  tell, 
The  French  King's  tyranny  to  quell ; 
I'm  fure  we  muft  remember  well, 

'Tis  true,  Sir. 

But  left  that  we  mould  think  it  vain, 
Our  Englifh  fleet  I  will  proclaim  ; 
And  what  we  did  the  laft  campaign 

In  Flanders. 
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With  money  flufh'd,  and  arms  good  ftore, 
We'd  touch  the  French  to  th'  quick,  we  fwore, 
With  that  in  hafte  we  hurried  o'er 

Commanders. 

But  fcarce  they'd  fet  their  foot  on  more, 
But  news  was  brought  that  Luxembour' 
Had  actually  befieged  Namour, 

'Nigh  Liege,  Sir. 

This  action  put  'em  in  amaze, 
And  yet  if  they  mould  make  delays, 
They  thought  they  hardly  e'er  mould  raife 

The  Siege,  Sir. 

With  that  they  fummon  all  their  force, 
Full  four-fcore  thoufand  foot  and  horfe, 
That  never  flinch,  nor  think  of  lofs, 

When  fighting. 

But  yet  all  this  did  prove  in  vain, 
They  not  an  inch  of  ground  cou'd  gain, 
There  was  fuch  ftorms  of  thunder,  rain, 

And  light'ning.* 


*  The  rain  (fays  Macaulay)  fell  in  torrents.  The  Sambre  rofe 
and  covered  many  fquare  miles  on  which  the  harveil  was  green.  The 
Mehaigne  whirled  down  its  bridges  to  the  Meufe.  All  the  roads 
became  fwamps.  The  trenches  were  fo  deep  in  water  and  mire  that 
it  was  the  bulinefs  of  three  days  to  move  a  gun  from  one  battery  to 
another. 
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The  feafon  bad  did  make  'em  fret, 
Not  that  they  fear'd  the  French  a  bit, 
But  that  it  was  fuch  curfed  wet 

Raw  weather. 

And  raife  the  fiege  they  cou'd  not  do't, 

It  was  fo  dirty  under  foot ; 

The  French  were  ftrong  intrench'd  to  boot, 

Tog-ether. 


On  this  they  frequent  councils  call, 

In  which  they  voted,  one  and  all, 

That  left  the  French  fhou'd  chance  to  maul 

The  army, 

'Twas  better  let  the  town  be  taken, 
Provided  they  could  fave  their  bacon  ; 
The  weather,  too,  in  time  might  happen 

Lefs  ftormy.* 

Thus  being,  as  you  hear,  diftreft, 
They  think  it  now  high  time  to  reft, 
And  full  two  months  they  took  at  leaft, 

To  do  it. 


*  The  town  of  Namur  furrendered  on  the  eighth   day  of  the 
fiege,  the  citadel  about  three  weeks  later. 
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When  thus  refrefh'd,  then  up  they  rofe, 
And  fwore  if  none  did  them  oppofe, 
They'd  be  reveng'd,  and  make  their  foes 

To  rue  it. 


Away  they  march,  with  full  intent 
To  pay  thefe  French  a  compliment, 
And  drub  them  to  their  heart's  content, 

But  mark,  Sir. 

The  French  their  coming  underftood, 
And  therefore  lin'd  a  little  wood, 
Where  they  their  party  did  make  good 

Till  dark,  Sir. 


Thefe  cunning  rogues  had  manag'd  fo, 
That  we  receiv'd  another  blow  *, 
Which  might  have  prov'd  our  overthrow, 

Pray  mind  it. 

Here  our  poor  Englifh  go  to  pot, 
Becaufe,  forfooth,  it  is  their  lot 
To  undergo  all  fervice  hot, 

We  find  it. 


*  At  the  battle  of  Steinkirk,  where  the  Englifh  and  their  allies, 
led  by  William  in  perfon,  were  fignally  defeated  by  the  Duke  or 
Luxembourg. 
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We  had  about  feven  thoufand  flain, 
But  that  is  nothing  in  the  main, 
Confidering  what  we  hope  to  gain 

Next  battle. 

Then  we'll  recover  all  agen, 

For  one  of  ours  we'll  kill  them  ten, 

Till  we  have  wafted  all  their  men, 

Mere  rattle. 


But  now  tho'  this  attempt  did  fail, 
We  had  ftill  a  trick  that  wou'd  prevail, 
And  make  Monfieur  his  ftars  bewail 

With  forrow. 

We  had  a  project  under  hand, 

That  foon  wou'd  make  him  understand, 

He  muft  not  longer  keep  the  land 

He'd  borrowed. 


This  noble  whim  to  execute, 
A  mighty  fleet  was  fitted  out, 
And  Talmafh  *  is  the  man  muft  do't, 

Or  no  man. 


*  Lieut.-Gen.   Thos.  Talmafh,  who  was  mortally   wounded   in 
Camaret  Bay,  whilft  attempting  a  defcent  upon  the  harbour  of  Brelt. 
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Away  he  goes  with  might  and  main  , 
To  try  if  he  could  footing  gain, 
But  there  the  gallant  man  is  flain — 


Brave  Roman  ! 


Namur  we  faw  to  France  fubmit ; 
At  Steinkirk  w'  had  enough  of  it ; 
And  the  defcent  fhow'd  lefs  of  wit 


Than  ever. 


Our  conqueft  thus  at  length  you  view, 
And  how  the  French  we  did  fubdue  ; 
Our  triumphs  next  I  will  to  you 

Difcover. 

The  Tower-guns  were  all  prepar'd, 
And  fire-works  on  lighters  rear'd  ; 
But  what  came  on  'em  I  ne'er  heard 

A  verbum. 

In  houfes  all  folks  fet  up  lights, 

Only  fome  faucy  Jacobites, 

Who  were  all  put  to  mortal  plights 

To  curb  'um. 

Firft  came  the  guards  to  clear  the  way, 
And  next  a  fquire  in  boots  of  hay, 
Upon  a  nag  moft  miferably 

Jaded. 
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Mafons  and  bricklayers,  with  their  rules, 
Join  with  the  other  rout  of  fools, 
Who  were  to  be  the  party's  tools 

Perfuaded. 

Next  thofe,  in  droves  the  rabble  come, 
In  one  hand  club,  in  t'other  ftone, 
Thofe  windows  that  had  candles  none 

To  batter. 

Laft  came  a  coach,  in  which  there  fat 
Four  lords,  who  went,  as  people  prate, 
The  general  to  congratulate 

And  flatter. 

But  after  all,  it  mull  be  faid, 

Our  conqueft  was  not  quite  fo  bad, 

But  they  thefe  triumphs  merited, 

And  more,  Sir. 

For  never  yet,  as  I  prefume, 

Was  Britifh  Prince,  or  Emp'ror  of  Rome, 

With  farthing  candles  lighted  home 

Before,  Sir. 


1694. 
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BALLAD  ON  THE  CAPITATION. 


BY  J.  HOW. 

[This  ballad  was  fuggefted  by  the  imposition  of  the  moft  ob- 
noxious of  all  taxes,  namely  a  Poll-tax,  in  1694,  to  meet,  in  part, 
the  extraordinary  deficiency  in  the  revenue  of  that  year.  The 
author  of  the  ballad  was  the  celebrated  "Jack  Howe,"  who  had 
formerly  held  the  office  of  Vice-Chamberlain  in  the  Court  of  William 
and  Mary.  "Howe  (fays  Macaulay),  latterly  the  moft  virulent  of 
the  Whigs,  had  been,  by  the  lofs  of  his  place,  turned  into  one  of  the 
moft  virulent  of  the  Tories.  The  deferter  brought  to  the  party 
which  he  had  joined  no  weight  of  chara&er,  no  capacity  or  fem- 
blance  of  capacity  for  great  affairs,  but  much  parliamentary  ability 
of  a  low  kind,  much  fpite,  and  much  impudence.  No  fpeaker  of 
that  time  feems  to  have  had,  in  fuch  large  meafure,  both  the  power 
and  the  inclination  to  give  pain."] 


AST  year  in  the  Spring 
The  life  of  the  King 

Was  threaten'd  with  alTaflination  ; 
This  year  they'll  bring  down 
The  life  o'  the  Kingdom 
By  a  curled  De-capitation. 
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France  with  England  combin'd, 
And  were  plaguily  join'd, 

That  Tingle  king's  death  to  fecure  ; 
But  England  alone 
Does  to  all  the  world  own, 

That  none  but  herfelf  fhall  undo  her. 


When  a  Nation  fubmits 
To  be  govern'd  by  chits, 

If  fhe  looks  for  wife  acts  {he's  miftaken  ; 
If  the  Parliament  Houfe 
Muft  be  ruled  by  a  moufe, 

Who  the  devil  can  fave  his  bacon  ! 

The  projects  they  advance 
To  fave  us  from  France, — 

But  can  France  have  more  than  «//,  Sir; 
If  we  muft  be  undone, 
I  think  it  all  one, 

Into  what  lion's  paws  we  fall,  Sir. 

O  James  !  were  thy  party 
As  wife  as  they're  hearty, 

And  thou  thyfelf  fit  to  be  trufted  ; 
What  a  bleft  occafion 
Gives  this  Capitation 

For  matters  to  be  rightly  adjufted. 
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But  fince  thou'rt  not  he 
Whom  we  took  thee  to  be, 

Whom  nor  age,  nor  experience  has  mended, 
Let  us  look  once  more 
To  fome  foreign  more 

For  a  prince  who  has  never  offended. 
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THE  BELGIC  BOAR. 

[From  internal  evidence  it  would  appear  that  this  Jacobite  Jere- 
miad was  immediately  occafioned  by  the  fevere  taxation  of  this 
country  to  fupport  the  interminable  foreign  wars  of  King  William. 
The  author  infinuates,  rather  than  draws,  a  comparifon  between  the 
refpe6tive  governments  of  William  and  his  predecefibr,  and  not  very 
flattering,  of  courle,  to  the  firft-named.] 

A  ne-zv  Song,  to  the  old  tune  of  "  Chevy  Chace." 

OD  profper  long  our  noble  King, 
Our  hopes  and  wifb.es  all ; 
A  fatal  landing  late  there  did 
In  Devonshire  befall. 


To  drive  our  Monarch  from  his  throne, 
Prince  Nafo  *  took  his  way  ; 

The  babe  may  rue  that's  newly  born 
The  landing  at  Torbay. 

The  ftubborn  Tarquin  void  of  grace 

A  vow  to  Hell  does  make, 
To  force  his  father  abdicate, 

And  then  his  crown  to  take. 


* 


face. 


An  allufion  to  the  molt  prominent  feature  of  King  William's 


ll 
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And  eke  the  royal  infant  prince 

To  feize  or  drive  away ; 
Thefe  tidings  to  our  Sovereign  came, 

In  Whitehall  where  he  lay. 

Who,  unconcern'd  at  the  report, 

At  firft  would  not  believe 
That  any  of  his  royal  race 

Such  mifchiefs  could  conceive. 

The  Time,  which  ripens  all  things,  did 

The  villany  difclofe  ; 
And  of  a  nephew  and  a  fon 

Forg'd  out  the  worft  of  foes. 

Who,  by  infernal  inftin£t  led, 

A  mighty  fleet  prepares, 
His  father's  kingdom  to  invade, 

And  fill  his  heart  with  cares. 

Our  gracious  King  defires  to  know 
What  his  pretenfions  were  ; 

And  how,  without  his  leave,  he  durft 
Prefume  on  landing  here. 

Declaring  what  was  deem'd  amifs, 

Should  foon  amended  be, 
And  whatfoe'er  fhould  be  defired 

He  would  thereto  agree. 
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And  for  a  fpeedy  Parl'ament 

He  doth  forthwith  declare  ; 
The  Surly  Brute  not  minding  this 

Does  to  our  coaft  repair. 

With  feveral  thoufand  Belgic  Boars, 

All  chofen  rogues  for  fpight, 
Join'd  with  fome  rebels  who  from  hence 

And  juftice  had  ta'en  flight. 

Who,  arm'd  with  malice  and  with  hopes, 

Soon  threw  themfelves  on  fhore, 
Crying  our  religion  and  our  laws 

They  came  for  to  reftore. 

Then  Declarations  flew  about 

As  thick  as  any  hail, 
Which,  tho'  no  word  was  e'er  made  good, 

Did  mightily  prevail. 

We  muff,  be  Papifts  or  be  Slaves, 

Was  then  the  gen'ral  cry  ; 
But  we'll  do  anything  to  fave 

Our  darling  Liberty. 

We'll  all  join  with  a  foreign  Prince 

Againft  our  lawful  King, 
For  he  from  all  our  fancied  fears 

Deliverance  doth  bring. 
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And  if  what  he  declares  proves  true, 

As  who  knows  but  it  may  ; 
Were  he  the  Devil  of  a  Prince, 

We'll  rather  him  obey. 

Then  our  allegiance  let's  caft  off, 

James  fhall  no  longer  guide  us  ; 
And  though  the  French  would  bridle  us, 

None  but  the  Dutch  fhall  ride  us. 

And  thofe  who  will  not  join  with  us 

In  this  defign  fo  brave, 
Their  houfes  we'll  pull  down  or  burn, 

And  feize  on  what  they  have. 

Thefe  growing  evils  to  prevent, 

Our  King  his  force  does  bend ; 
But  amongft  thofe  he  moft  did  truft 

He  fcarce  had  left  one  friend. 

O  how  my  very  heart  does  bleed, 

To  think  how  bafely  they 
Who  long  had  eaten  royal  bread 

Their  mafter  did  betray  ! 

And  thofe  to  whom  he's  been  moft  kind, 

And  greateft  favours  fhown, 
Appear'd  to  be  the  very  firft 

Who  fought  him  to  dethrone. 
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O  Compton  *  !   Langfton  !  and  the  reft 

Who  bafely  from  him  ran, 
Your  names  for  ever  be  accurft 

By  every  Englifh  man. 

Proud  Tarquln  he  purfues  his  game, 

And  quickly  makes  it  plain, 
He  came  not  to  redrefs  our  wrongs, 

But  England's  crown  to  gain. 

And  o'er  his  Father's  mangled  fame 

His  chariot  proudly  drives, 
Whilft  he,  good  man,  altho'  in  vain, 

To  pacify  him  ftrives. 

But  he,  ungrateful,  would  not  hear 

His  offers  though  fo  kind, 
But  cauf'd  the  noble  meffenger  f 

Forthwith  to  be  confin'd. 


*  Dr.  Henry  Compton,  Bifhop  of  London,  who  was  raoft  unjuftly 
fufpended  by  James  II.,  in  1686,  for  refufing  to  proceed  againft  one 
of  his  clergy  by  command  of  the  king.  At  the  Revolution, 
Compton  was  one  of  the  two  bifhops  who  made  up  the  majority  in 
the  Houfe  of  Lords  "  for  filling  the  vacant  throne  by  a  king." 
Langfton  was  a  colonel  of  a  royal  regiment  of  horfe,  and  went  over 
to  the  Prince  of  Orange  whilft  the  latter  was  advancing  from 
Exeter. 

f  The  Earl  of  Feverfham. 


l69s.  WILLIAM  III.  49 

He  brings  his  nafty  croaking  crew 

Unto  his  Father's  gate, 
Difmift  his  own,  makes  them  his  guard  — 

O  difmal  turn  of  Fate  ! 

Alio  at  midnight  drives  him  thence  — 

O  horrid,  impious  thing  ! 
Were  fuch  affronts  e'er  offered  to 

A  Father  and  a  King  ! 

A  King  fo  great,  fo  good,  fo  juft, 

So  merciful  to  all, 
His  Virtue  was  his  only  fault, 

And  that  which  cauf'd  his  fall. 

Who  now  is  forc'd  his  life  to  fave, 

To  fly  his  native  land, 
And  leave  his  fceptre  to  be  grafpt 

By  an  ungracious  hand. 

Hell's  journeymen  are  ftraight  conven'd, 

Who  rob  God  of  his  pow'r, 
Set  up  themfelves  a  Stork-like  King, 

The  fubjects  to  devour. 

And  to  fecure  his  lawlefs  throne, 

Now  give  him  all  we  have, 
And  make  each  free-born  Englim  heart 

Become  a  Belgic  flave. 

VOL.    II.  E 
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The  Bar,  the  Pulpit,  and  the  Prefs 

Nefarioufly  combine, 
To  cry  up  an  ufurped  pow'r, 

And  ftamp  it  right  divine. 

Our  loyalty  we  muft  melt  down, 

And  have  it  coin'd  anew, 
For  what  was  current  heretofore 

Will  now  no  longer  do. 

Our  fetters  we  ourfelves  put  on, 

Ourfelves,  ourfelves  do  bubble  ; 
Our  confcience  a  mere  pack-horfe  make, 

Which  now  muft  carry  double. 

O  England  !  when  to  future  times 

Thy  ftory  fhall  be  known, 
How  will  they  blufh  to  think  what  crimes 

Their  anceftors  have  done  ! 

But  after  all,  what  have  we  got 

By  this  our  dear-bought  King  ? 
Why  that  our  fcandal  and  reproach 

Throughout  the  world  does  ring. 

That  our  religion,  liberties, 

And  laws  we  hold  fo  dear, 
Are  more  invaded  fince  this  change 

Than  ever  yet  they  were. 
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Our  coffers  drain'd,  our  Coin  impair'd, 

That  little  that  remains  ; 
Our  perfon  feized,  nay,  thoughts  arraign'd, 

Our  freedom  now  is  —  chains. 

Our  traffic  ruin'd,  {hipping  loft, 

Our  traders  moft  undone  ; 
Our  braveft  heroes  facrificed, 

Our  ancient  glory  gone. 

A  fatal  coftly  war  entail'd 

On  this  unhappy  Ifle, 
Unlefs,  above  what  we  deferve, 

Kind  Heav'n  at  laft  does  fmile  ; 

And  bring  our  injur'd  Monarch  home, 

And  place  him  on  his  throne, 
And  to  confufion  bring  his  foes, 

Which  God  grant  may  be  foon  ! 


E  2 
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A  NEW  BALLAD  ON  THE  LATE  HORRID 
CONSPIRACY. 

[In  this  Jacobite  production  the  author  ridicules  the  well-known 
plot,  hatched  in  the  Court  of  St.  Germain's,  to  aifafiinate  William, 
and  to  invade  this  country  with  a  French  army.  The  firft  defign  of 
the  confpirators  was  to  waylay  the  King  on  his  return  from  hunting 
in  Richmond  Park.  It  was  fruftrated  by  a  timely  communication 
from  a  Roman  Catholic  gentleman  named  Pendergrafs.] 

HEN  William  the  Wise 
Was  inform'd  by  his  fpies 
That  the   Houfe  a  Remonftrance  would 
draw  j 
He  faid  to  the  crew, 
Zounds  !   what  mail  we  do, 
Thefe  turbulent  members  to  awe  ? 

If  we  have  not  a  care, 

They'll  finiih  the  war, 
And  Hop  the  new  coin's  *  exportation ; 

And  will  rudely  demand 

That  the  tax  upon  land 
Shall  circulate  now  in  the  nation. 


*  Alluding  to  the  coin  fubftituted,  at  a  coft  of  2,000,000/.  to  the 
nation,  for  that  which  had  been  fraudulently  "  dipt." 
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So  that  all  our  defign 

Of  new-making  the  coin 
Thus  quite  difappointed  will  be  j 

For  had  I  not  meant 

It  abroad  mould  be  fent, 
The  devil  would  mind  it  for  me  ! 


Some  way  muft  be  found 

Their  device  to  confound, 
What  think  you  of  ftarting  a  plot  ? 

That  trick  will  prevail, 

The  Englifh  ne'er  fail 
To  be  frighted  they  know  not  for  what. 


Full  fixty  mall  join 

In  a  horrid  defign 
Againft  our  own  Perfon  and  Crown  ; 

And  then  we  will  find 

Four  amongft  them  fo  kind, 
To  make  the  black  villany  known.* 


*  Authentic  hiftory  relates  that  three,  and  not  four,  of  the  perfons 
privy  to  the  AfTa/fination-Plot  betrayed  their  fellows  to  the  govern- 
ment of  William ;  thefe  were  Fifher,  a  bufy  Papift,  who  fuggefted 
the  mode  by  which  the  King  was  to  be  defpatched,  Mr.  Pendergrafs, 
a  gentleman  of  known  probity  and  courage,  and  De  la  Rue,  a 
French  gambler  and  bully. 

=  3 
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In  the  Plot  men  of  three 

Religions  fhall  be, 
And  the  fcum  of  four  feveral  nations  : 

A  pretty  conceit, 

Englifli  idiots  to  cheat, 
Shall  be  join'd  in  our  Aflaflination. 

Then  a  foreign  exprefs 

Shall  increafe  our  diftrefs, 
With  accounts  of  the  French  coming  over, 

That  Bouffler  will  foon 

(That  bloody  dragoon) 
Bring  his  fire  and  faggots  to  Dover. 

This  terrible  news 

The  crowd  will  amufe, 
And  will  bufy  the  politic  mimics  ; 

Each  ignorant  foul, 

With  difcovery  full, 
Will  forget  what  he  lofes  by  guineas. 

The  Commons  will  ceafe 

From  their  project  of  peace, 
And,  alarm'd  by  this  Aflaflination, 

Their  fortunes  will  flake, 

And  lives  for  my  fake, 
Still  ready  on  fuch  an  occafion. 
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Then,  under  pretence 

Of  the  kingdom's  defence, 
Since  daily  men's  humours  grow  worfe, 

Frefh  troops  we  will  call, 

Of  foreigners  all, 
And  fettle  our  empire  by  force. 

Thus  William  the  Third, 

All  the  minions  that  heard 
The  great  depth  of  his  wifdom  commended  ; 

And  ftraight  undertook 

For  villains  to  look, 
That  would  witnefs  what  ne'er  was  intended. 

For  converts  and  bullys, 

And  play-ruin'd  cullys, 
And  Irifh  on  purpofe  brought  over  ; 

A  mifcreant  crew, 

That  nothing  e'er  knew, 
But  whatfoever  you  pleafe  to  difcover. 

Then  about  Warrants  flew, 

And  all  to  light  drew 
That  abfconded,  whate'er  was  the  reafon ; 

None  ill  of  the  p — 

Could  enjoy  his  flux, 
But  fweating  was  conftrued  into  high-treafon. 

E4 
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The  Commons  did  more 

Than  was  hoped  for  before, 
For  who  would  have  thought  'em  fo  filly, 

To  make,  in  defpite 

Of  Reafon  and  Right, 
A  lawful  Vicegerent  of  Billy  ! 

Nay,  in  heat  of  their  paflion, 

An  AfTociation 
Was  drawn  and  fubfcrib'd  to  by  many ; 

Who  thereby  were  loath 

To  truft  to  an  Oath, 
Becaufe  they  had  never  kept  any.* 

Thus  everything  went 

To  William's  content, 
Who  now  with  his  able  commanders, 

With  our  men  and  our  treafure, 

May  follow  his  pleafure, 
And  fail  to  no  purpofe  to  Flanders. 


*  Upon  the  difcovery  of  the  plot  the  Commons  not  only  fufpended 
the  Habeas  Corpus  Act,  and  provided  that  the  Parliament  mould  not 
be  diffolved  in  the  event  of  William's  life  being  lhortened  by  violence, 
but  alio,  at  the  inftigation  of  Sir  Rowland  Gwynn,  entered  into  an 
Aflbciation  for  the  defence  of  their  fovereign  and  country,  and  for 
the  fupport  of  the  order  of  fucceifion  as  fettled  by  the  Bill  of 
Rights. 
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A  BALLAD  ON  THE  TAXES. 

BY  EDWARD  WARD. 

[The  following  extra&s  from  John  Evelyn's  Diary  not  only  re- 
prefent  the  inconveniences  which  the  Englifh  public  furfered  at  this 
period  from  a  defective  coinage,  but  more  than  confirm  the  juftice  of 
Edward  Ward's  complaint  of  oppreflive  taxation  in  this  ballad. 
"June  ii,  1696. — Want  of  current  money  to  carry  on  the  fmalleft 
concerns,  even  for  daily  provifions  in  the  markets.  Guineas  lowered 
to  twenty-two  (hillings,  and  great  fums  tranfported  to  Holland, 
where  it  yields  more,  with  other  treafure  fent  to  pay  the  armies,  and 
nothing  considerable  coined  of  the  new  and  now  only  current  ftamp, 
caufe  fuch  a  fcarcity  that  tumults  are  every  day  feared,  nobody  pay- 
ing or  receiving  money ;  fo  imprudent  was  the  late  Parliament  to 
condemn  the  old,  though  dipt  and  corrupted,  till  they  had  provided 
fupplies. 

"  July  26. — So  little  money  in  the  nation  that  exchequer  tallies,  of 
which  I  had  for  2000/.  on  the  beft  fund  in  England,  the  Poft-ofEce, 
nobody  would  take  at  30  per  cent  difcount. 

"Aug.  3. — The  Bank  lending  the  200,000/.  to  pay  the  army  in 
Flanders,  that  had  done  nothing  againtt  the  enemy,  had  fo  exhaufted 
the  treafure  of  the  nation,  that  one  could  not  have  borrowed  money 
under  14  or  15  per  cent  on  bills,  or  on  exchequer  tallies  under  30 
per  cent."] 

OOD     people,  what^  will    you    of    all    be 
bereft — 
Will  you  never  learn  wit  while  a  penny  is 
left? 

You  are  all  like  the  dog  in  the  fable  betray'd, 
To  let  go  the  fubftance  and  fhatch  at  the  fhade ; 
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With  fpecious  pretences,  and  Foreign  expenfes, 
We  war  for  Religion,  and  wafte  all  our  chink, 

'Tis  nipt,  and  'tis  dipt,  'tis  lent,  and  'tis  spent, 
Till  'tis  gone,  'tis  gone  to  the  Devil  I  think. 

We  pay  for  our  new-born,  we  pay  for  our  dead, 
We  pay  if  we're  fingle,  we  pay  if  we're  wed  ; 
To  fhow  that  our  merciful  fenate  don't  fail, 
They  begin  at  the  head  and  tax  down  to  the  tail. 
We  pay  through  the  nofe  by  fubje&ing  foes, 

Yet  for  all  our  expenfes  get  nothing  but  blows  ; 
At  home  we  are  cheated,  abroad  we're  defeated, 

But  the  end  on't,  the  end  on't — the  Lord  above  knows! 

We  parted  with  all  our  old  money,  to  fhew 

We  foolifhly  hope  for  a  plenty  of  new  ; 

But  might  have  remember'd,  when  we  came  to  the  pufti, 

That  a  bird  in  the  hand  is  worth  two  in  the  bufh  : 

We  now  like  poor  wretches  are  kept  under  hatches, 

At  rack  and  at  manger  like  beafts  in  the  ark, 
Since  our  burgeffes  and  knights  make  us  pay  for  our  lights- 
Why  mould  we,  why  fhould  we  be  kept  in  the  dark  ? 


-^w^mm^w^-^ 
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QUEEN  ANNE; 

OR, 
THE    AULD    GRAY    MARE. 


[This  humorous  allegorical  ballad  indicates  the  popular  feeling 
north  of  the  Tweed  at  the  period  of  the  legiflative  union  of  England 
and  Scotland.  That  famous  meafure  was  approved  by  a  great  ma- 
jority, firft  in  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  and  afterwards  by  the  Peers, 
in  July,  1706;  was  ratified  by  the  Scottifh  Parliament  16th  January, 
1707  ;  and  became  a  law  on  the  ift  May  in  the  fame  year. 

The  abhorrence  of  the  Jacobites  to  the  Act  of  Union  is  difplayed 
in  many  of  their  fongs,  of  which  the  following  is  an  admirable 
fpecimen  :  — 

"  It  was  in  old  times,  when  trees  compofed  rhymes, 

And  flowers  did  with  elegy  flow ; 
It  was  in  a  field  that  various  did  yield, 

A  Rofe  and  a  Thiftle  did  grow. 
In  a  funfhiny  day,  the  Rofe  chanced  to  fay, 

'  Friend  Thiftle,  I'll  with  you  be  plain  ; 
And  if  you  wou'd  be  but  united  with  me, 

You  wou'd  ne'er  be  a  Thiftle  again.' 

"  Says  the  Thiftle  :  '  My  fpears  fhield  mortals  from  fears, 

Whilft  thou  doft  unguarded  remain ; 
And  I  do  fuppofe,  though  I  were  a  Rofe, 

I'd  wifh  to  turn  Thiftle  again.' 
*  O  my  friend  (fays  the  Rofe)  you  falfely  fuppofe  — 

Bear  witnefs,  ye  flowers  of  the  plain  ! 
You  would  take  lb  much  pleafure  in  beauty's  vaft  treafure, 

You  would  ne'er  be  a  Thiftle  again.' 
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"  The  Thiftle  at  length,  preferring  the  Rofe 

To  all  the  gay  flowers  of  the  plain, 
Throws  off  all  her  points,  herfelf  fhe  anoints, 

And  now  are  united  the  twain. 
But  one  cold  ftormy  day,  while  helplefs  (he  lay, 

Nor  longer  could  forrow  refrain, 
She  fetch'd  a  deep  groan,  with  many  an  ohone  ! 

'  Oh,  were  I  a  Thiftle  again  ! 

"  'For  then  I  did  ftand,  on  yon  heath-cover'd  land, 

Admir'd  by  each  nymph  and  each  fwain  ; 
And  free  as  the  air,  I  flourifhed  there, 

The  terror  and  pride  of  the  plain. 
But  now  I'm  the  mock  of  Flora's  fair  flock, 

Nor  dare  I  prefume  to  complain  ; 
Then  remember  that  I  do  ruefully  cry, 

O  were  I  a  Thiftle  again  ! '  "] 

OU'RE  right,  Queen  Anne,  Queen  Anne, 
You're     right,    Queen    Anne,     Queen 
Anne, 
You've  tow'd  us  into  your  hand, 
Let  them  tow  out  wha  can. 
You're  right,  Queen  Anne,  Queen  Anne, 

You're  right,  Queen  Anne,  my  dow, 
You've  curried  the  auld  mare's  *  hide, 

She'll  funk  nae  mair  at  you. 
I'll  tell  you  a  tale,  Queen  Anne, 

A  tale  of  truth  ye'fe  hear  ; 
It's  of  a  wife  auld  man  f, 
That  had  a  good  gray  mare. 

*  Scotland. 

•f  The  fovereign  of  Britain. 
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He'd  twa  mares  *  on  the  hill, 

And  ane  f  into  the  fta', 
But  this  auld  thrawart  jade, 

She  was  the  beft  of  a'. 
This  auld  mare's  head  was  ftifF, 

But  nane  fo  weel  cou'd  pu'  ; 
Yet  fhe  had  a  will  o'  her  ain 

Was  unco  ill  to  bow. 
Whene'er  he  touch'd  her  flank, 

Then  fhe  begoud  to  glowr ; 
And  (he'd  pu'  up  her  foot, 

And  ding  the  auld  man  owre. 

And  when  he  graith'd  the  yaud, 

Or  curried  her  hide  fu'  clean, 
Then  fhe  wad  fidge  and  wince, 

And  fhaw  twa  glancing  e'en. 
Whene'er  her  tail  play'd  whifk, 

Or  when  her  look  grew  fkeigh, 
It's  then  the  wife  auld  man 

Was  blithe  to  ftand  abeigh. 
"  The  deil  take  that  auld  brute," 

Quo'  he,  "  and  me  to  boot, 
But  I  fall  hae  amends, 

Though  I  fhould  dearly  rue't." 


*  Ireland  and  Wales. 

f  England,  which  the  author  concludes  enjoyed  the  principal  fruits 
of  the  Union. 
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He  hired  a  farrier  ftout  * 

Frae  out  the  weft  countrye, 
A  crafty  felfifh  loon, 

That  lo'ed  the  white  moneye  : 
That  lo'ed  the  white  moneye, 

The  white  luit  and  the  red  ; 
And  he  hath  ta'en  an  aith 

That  he  wad  do  the  deed. 
And  he  brought  a'  his  fmiths  f, 

I  wat  he  paid  them  weel, 
And  they  hae  feiz'd  the  yaud, 

And  tied  her  head  and  heel. 

They  tow'd  her  to  a  bauk, 

On  pulleys  gart  her  fwing, 
Until  the  good  auld  yaud 

Could  neither  funk  nor  fling. 
Ane  rippit  her  wi'  a  fpur, 

Ane  daudit  her  wi'  a  flail, 
Ane  proddit  her  in  the  lifk, 

Anither  aneath  the  tail. 


*  The  Duke  of  Queenfberry,  commonly  called  the  "  proto-rebel,'1'' 
becaufe  he  was  the  firft  Scotchman  that  recognifed  and  took  part  in 
the  great  revolution  of  1688.  He  was  the  principal  agent  in  bring- 
ing about  the  legislative  union  of  England  and  Scotland,  and  on 
that  account  rendered  himfelf  doubly  obnoxious  to  his  countrymen. 

-f-  Lords  Seafield,  Mar,  Leven,  Wemyls,  Glafgow,  and  the  other 
CommifTioners  for  the  treaty  of  Union. 
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The  auld  wife  man  he  leugh, 
And  wow  but  he  was  fain  ! 

And  bade  them  prod  eneugh, 
And  fkelp  her  owre  again. 

The  mare  was  hard  befted, 

And  graned  and  ratified  fair  *  ; 
And  aye  her  tail  play'd  whifk, 

When  fhe  dought  do  nae  mair. 
And  aye  they  bor'd  her  ribs, 

And  ga'e  her  the  tither  fwitch  ; 
"  We'll  learn  ye  to  be  douce, 

Ye  auld  wanfonfy  b — ch  !  " 
The  mare  right  piteous  flood, 

And  bore  it  patiently  ; 
She  deem'd  it  a'  for  good, 

Some  good  fhe  couldna  fee. 


*  No  fooner  was  the  ift  of  May,  1707,  paft  than  the  miniftry 
Cent  down  from  England  (remarks  Lockhart)  "  vaft  numbers  of  lur- 
veyors,  collectors,  waiters,  and,  in  fhort,  all  or  moft  of  the  officers  of 
the  euftoms  and  excife,  and  thefe,  generally  fpeaking,  the  very  icum 
and  canalia  of  that  country  ;  which  remembers  me  of  a  good  ftory. 
Sometime  thereafter  a  Scots  merchant  travelling  in  England,  and 
mowing  fome  apprehenfion  of  being  robbed,  his  landlady  told  him 
he  was  in  no  hazard,  for  all  the  highwaymen  were  gone  :  and  upon 
his  inquiring  how  that  came  about,  '  Why  truly,'  replied  fhe,  '  they 
are  all  gone  to  your  country  to  get  places.'  Thefe  fellows  treated 
the  natives  with  all  the  contempt,  and  executed  the  new  laws  with 
all  the  rigour  imaginable  ;  fo  that  before  the  firft  three  months  were 
expired  there  were  too  apparent  proofs  of  the  truth  of  what  had 
been  often  afTerted  in  relation  to  the  bad  bargain  Scotland  had 
made."] 

VOL.    II.  F 
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But  defperation's  force 

Will  drive  a  wife  man  mad  ; 
And  defperation's  force 

Has  roufd  the  good  auld  yaud. 
And  whan  ane  defperate  graws, 

I'll  tell  ye  true,  Queen  Anne, 
Nane  kens  what  they  will  do, 

Be  it  a  beaft  or  man. 
And  firft  fhe  fhook  her  lugs, 

And  then  (he  ga'e  a  fnore, 
And  then  fhe  ga'e  a  reirde 

Made  all  the  fmiths  to  glowre. 

The  auld  wife  man  grew  baugh, 

And  turn'd  to  fhank  away  ; 
"  If  that  auld  deil  get  loofe," 

Quo'  he,  "  we'll  rue  the  day." 
The  thought  was  hardly  thought, 

The  word  was  hardly  fped, 
When  down  came  a*  the  houfe 

Aboon  the  auld  man's  head. 
For  the  yaud  fhe  made  a  brooft, 

Wi'  ten  yauds  ftrength  and  mair, 
Made  a'  the  kipples  to  crafh, 

And  a'  the  fmiths  to  rair. 

The  fmiths  were  fmoor'd  ilk  ane, 
The  wife  auld  man  was  flain ; 
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The  laft  word  e'er  he  faid 

Was,  wi'  a  waefu'  mane, 
"  O  wae  be  to  the  yaud 

And  a'  her  hale  countrye ! 
I  wifh  I  had  letten  her  rin 

As  wild  as  wild  could  be." 
The  yaud  fhe  Ycap'd  away 

Frae  'mang  the  deadly  ftoure, 
And  chap'd  away  hame  to  him 

That  aught  her  ance  afore. 

Take  heed,  Queen  Anne,  Queen  Anne, 
Take  heed,  Queen  Anne,  my  dow  ; 

The  auld  gray  mare's  ourfeP, 
The  wife  auld  man  is  you. 
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THE  AGE  OF  WONDERS. 

[The  writer  of  this  ballad  does  not  exaggerate  in  the  leaft  the 
extraordinary  excitement  produced  in  the  public  mind  by  the  total 
difruption  of  the  Whig  miniftry,  and  the  confequent  dinblution  of 
the  Parliament,  in  the  fummer  of  17 10.  The  elections  which  fol- 
lowed were  greatly  in  favour  of  the  Tory  or  High  Church  party. 
The  canvaffings  were  faid  to  have  been  carried  on  with  fuch  feuds 
and  violence  as  had  never  before  been  known  in  England.  Boyer, 
the  annalift,  remarks  :  —  "  The  mobility,  whofe  tumultuous  rifings 
in  favour  of  Dr.  Sacheverell  ieemed,  if  not  allowed,  at  leaft  connived 
at,  by  the  impunity  of  their  leaders ;  and  whofe  fpirits  had  won- 
derfully been  inflamed  by  a  multitude  of  licentious  writings,  in 
which  the  Whigs  were  reprefented  as  atheifts  and  republicans ;  ap- 
peared now  with  unulual  confidence,  and,  as  it  were,  arm'd  with 
authority,  at  the  elections  on  the  fide  of  the  Church  and  Monarchy ; 
and  not  only  by  reproachful  language,  and  odious  epithets,  but  even 
by  blows,  deterr'd  thofe  who  came  to  vote  contrary  to  the  voice  of 
the  people :  infomuch  that  if  the  Whigs  had  not  on  this  occafion 
pra&ifed  what  they  ever  pretended  to,  moderation,  thefe  new 
elections  might  have  ended  in,  what  was  by  many  apprehended,  a 
civil  war."] 

To  the  tune  of  "  Chevy  Chafe." 


HE  Year  of  wonders  is  arriv'd, 

The  Devil  has  learn'd  to  dance  ; 
The  Church  from  danger juft  retriev'd 
By  help  brought  in  by  France. 
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Nature's  run  mad,  and  madmen  rule, 
The  world's  turn'd  upfide  down  ; 

Tumult  puts  in  to  keep  the  peace, 
And  Popery  the  Crown. 

In  all  ages  of  the  world 

Such  wonders  ne'er  were  feen  ; 
Papifts  cry  out  for  th'  Englifh  Church, 

And  rabbles  for  the  Queen. 

The  pulpit  thunders  death  and  war, 
To  heal  the  bleeding  Nation  ; 

And  fends  DifTenters  to  the  Dev'l, 
To  keep  the  Toleration. 

The  High-Church  clergy,  mounted  high, 

Like  fons  of  Jehu  drive  ; 
And  over  true  religion  ride, 

To  keep  the  Church  alive. 

The  furiofas  of  the  Church 
Come  foremoft  like  the  wind  ; 

And  Moderation,  out  of  breath, 
Comes  trotting  on  behind. 

The  Realm  from  danger  to  fecure, 

To  foreign  aid  we  cry  ; 
With  Papifts  and  non-jurors  join, 

To  keep  out  Popery. 

*  3 
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King  William  on  our  knees  we  curfe, 

And  damn  the  Revolution  ; 
And  to  preferve  the  Nation's  peace 

We  ftudy  its  confufion. 

With  treacherous  heart  and  double  tongue 

Both  parties  we  adhere  to ; 
Pray  for  the  fide  we  fwear  againft, 

And  curfe  the  fide  we  fwear  to. 

To  Heaven  we  for  our  Sov'reign  pray, 

And  take  the  Abjuration  ; 
But  take  it  hocus  pocus  way, 

With  juggling  refervation. 

Sachev'rel  like,  with  double  face, 

We  pray  for  our  Defender  j 
To  good  Queen  Anne  make  vile  grimace, 

But  drink  to  the  Pretender. 

With  Prefbyterians  we  unite, 

And  Proteftant  Succeflion  ; 
But,  if  the  Devil  came  for  both, 

We'd  give  him  free  pofTeflion. 

Our  fcheme  of  politics  is  wife, 

Good  Lord  !  that  you'd  but  read  it ; 

'T  pulls  Marlbro'  down  to  beat  the  French, 
And  the  Bank  to  keep  our  credit. 
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Becaufe  our  Treafurer  was  juft 

And  Houfe  of  Commons  hearty, 
And  neither  would  betray  their  truft 

Or  fell  us  to  a  party, 

Our  bufinefs  is  that  neither  may 

Their  places  long  abide  in, 
But  get  fuch  chofen  in  their  room 

As  no  man  can  confide  in  ; 

Who  fhall  deferve  your  mighty  praife 

For  Fund  and  eke  for  Loan, 
And  may  the  Nation's  credit  raife, 

But  never  can  their  own. 

Becaufe  declaring  Rights  to  reign, 

Our  Parliaments  have  put  in  ; 
We'll  have  the  Queen  that  claim  difown, 

For  one  that's  more  uncertain. 

The  Reftoration  to  make  plain, 

That  Perkin  *  mayn't  mifcarry, 
We've  wifely  wheedl'd  up  the  Queen 

To  Right  Hereditary. 

The  dignity  of  Parliaments 
The  ftronger  to  imprint  in  's  ; 


*  The  Pretender. 
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We  hug  the  prieft*  whom  they  condemn, 
And  ridicule  their  fentence. 

In  order  to  difcourage  mobs, 

And  keep  the  people  quiet, 
The  rabblers  we  condemn  for  form, 

But  not  a  rogue  mail  die  yet. 

The  Duke  of  Marlborough  to  requite, 

For  retrieving  Englifh  honor  ; 
His  Duchefs  mail  have  all  the  fpite 

That  fools  can  put  upon  her. 

For  battles  fought,  and  towns  reduc'd. 

And  popifh  armies  broken, 
And  that  our  Englifh  gratitude 

May  t'  future  times  be  fpoken  ; 

While  fighting  for  the  Nation  he 

Looks  danger  in  the  face, 
We  ftrive  t'  infult  his  family, 

And  load  him  with  difgrace. 

Becaufe  he's  crown'd  with  victory, 

And  all  the  people  love  him  ; 
We  hate  the  man  for  the  fuccefs, 

And  therefore  will  remove  him. 

*  Sacheverell. 
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And  now  we're  ftirring  up  the  mob 

Againft  a  new  Election, 
That  High-Church  members  may  be  chofe 

By  our  moft  wife  direction. 

That  Queens  may  Parliaments  diflblve, 

No  doubt  'tis  right  and  just ; 
But  we  have  found  it  out  that  now 

Becaufe  fhe  may,  fhe  muft. 

The  bankrupt  nation  to  reftore, 

And  pay  the  millions  lent ; 
We'll  at  one  dafh  wipe  out  the  fcore, 

With  fponge  of  Parliament. 

Then  we  can  carry  on  the  war 

With  neither  fund  nor  debit ; 
And  Banks  fhall  eat  us  up  no  more, 

Upon  pretence  of  credit. 

If  not,  we'll  clofe  with  terms  of  peace, 

Prefcrib'd  by  France  and  Rome  ; 
That  war,  being  huddl'd  up  abroad, 

May  then  break  out  at  home. 
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A  NEW  BALLAD. 


[The  chief  perfon  here  fo  bitterly  fatirifed  was  the  Queen's  bed- 
chamber-woman, Abigail  Mafham,  who,  notwithftanding  the  mean- 
nefs  of  her  origin  and  parts,  fucceeded  in  fupplanting  her  kinswoman 
and  benefactrefs,  the  imperious  Duchefs  of  Marlborough,  in  the 
affection  and  confidence  of  Anne,  of  whom  Swift  faid,  that  fhe  "had 
not  a  ftock  of  amity  to  ferve  above  one  object  at  a  time."  In  a 
curious  pamphlet  of  the  day  attributed  to  Ralph  the  Hiftorian,  and 
entitled  The  other  fide  of  the  Queftion  ,•  or,  an  Attempt  to  refcue  the 
Characters  of  the  two  Royal  Sijiers  Queen  Mary  and  Queen  Anne, 
which  was  publifhed  in  anfwer  to  the  Duchefs's  Account  of  her 
Conduct,  the  writer  fays  that  it  was  the  regular  plan  of  the  Whig 
faction  "  to  enclofe  the  Queen  from  accefs  by  planting  around  her 
none  but  fuch  as  were  the  creatures  of  the  Marlborough  family." 
Of  this  number  was  Mrs.  Mafham,  "  and  (adds  the  pamphleteer)  to 
anfwer  this  very  purpofe  was  fhe  preferred,  though  the  affair  is  fet 
forth  in  fo  different  a  light  by  your  grace  :  it  was  impofTible  for  you 
to  be  always  upon  duty  :  it  was  neceffary  for  the  Queen  to  be  always 
obferved  :  Mrs.  Mafham  you  had  taken  out  of  the  duff. ;  and  you 
was  not,  it  feems,  enough  acquainted  with  yourfelf  to  reflect  or  ap- 
prehend that  the  creature  would  ever  prefume  to  rival  its  maker.  It 
was  not,  therefore,  the  effects  of  your  confidence  in  Mrs.  Mafham, 
but  the  prefumption  of  your  own  ftrength  and  importance,  lulled 
you  into  fecurity  fo  long."  Mrs.  Mafham's  intriguing  refulted  in 
the  diffolution  of  the  Godolphin  cabinet,  and  the  termination  of  the 
war  which  had  ravaged  the  Continent  during  the  whole  of  Anne's 
reign.] 
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To  the  tune  of  "  Fair  Rofamond." 

HEN  as  Queen  Anne  of  great  renown 
Great  Britain's  fceptre  fway'd, 
Befides  the  Church,  (he  dearly  lov'd 
A  dirty  chamber-maid.* 


O  !  Abigail,  that  was  her  name, 
She  ftarch'd  and  ftitch'd  full  well ; 

But  how  me  pierc'd  this  royal  heart 
No  mortal  man  can  tell. 

However,  for  fweet  fervice  done, 
And  caufes  of  great  weight, 

Her  royal  miftrefs  made  her,  oh  ! 
A  Minifter  of  State. 

Her  Secretary  me  was  not, 
Becaufe  fhe  could  not  write  ; 

But  had  the  conduct  and  the  care 
Of  fome  dark  deeds  at  night. 


*  Abigail  Hill,  before  her  marriage  with  Mr.  Mafham,  had  been 
a  fervant-maid  in  the  family  of  the  Lady  Rivers,  of  Chapford,  in 
Kent,  and  prior  to  her  appointment  in  the  houfehold  of  the  Queen, 
when  Princeft  Anne. 
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Th'  important  pafs  of  the  back-flairs 

Was  put  into  her  hand, 
And  up  fhe  brought  the  greateft  Rogue  * 

Grew  in  this  fruitful  land. 

And  what  am  I  to  do,  quoth  he, 

O  !  for  this  favor  great  ? 
You  are  to  teach  me  how,  quoth  fhe, 

To  be  a  nave  of  State. 

My  difpofitions  they  are  good, 

Mifchievous  and  a  liar  ; 
A  faucy,  proud,  ungrateful  one, 

And  for  the  Church  entire. 

Great  qualities,  quoth  Machiavel ! 

And  foon  the  world  fhall  fee, 
What  you  can  for  your  miftrefs  do, 

With  one  fmall  dafh  of  me. 

In  counfel  fweet,  oh  !  then  they  fat, 

Where  fhe  did  griefs  unfold 
Had  long  her  grateful  heart  oppreff'd, 

And  thus  her  tale  fhe  told  : 

*  Robert  Harley,  firft  Earl  of  Oxford,  whofe  Tory  friends  made 
no  fecret  of  his  conftantly  going  up  the  back-ftairs  under  the  efcort 
of  Abigail ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  juftified  this  clandeftine  conduct, 
in  order,  as  they  faid,  to  refcue  the  Queen  from  the  thraldom  in 
which  fhe  had  been  fo  long  held  by  the  Marlborough  faclion. 
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From  fhreds  and  dirt  in  low  degree, 
From  fcorn  in  piteous  ftate, 

A  duchefs  bountiful  has  made 
Of  me  a  Lady  great. 

Some  favors  fhe  has  heap'd  upon 

This  undeferving  head, 
That  for  to  eafe  me  from  their  weight, 

Good  God,  that  fhe  were  dead  ! 

Oh  !   let  me  then  fome  means  find  out 

This  teafing  debt  to  pay. 
I  think,  quoth  he,  to  get  her  place 

Would  be  the  only  way. 

For  lefs  than  you  me  muft  be  brought, 

Or  I  can  never  fee 
How  you  can  pay  the  boons  receiv'd, 

When  you  are  lefs  than  fhe. 

My  argument  lies  in  few  words, 
Yet  not  the  lefs  in  weight ; 

And  oft  with  good  fuccefs  we  ufe 
Such  in  affairs  of  State. 

Quoth  fhe,  'tis  not  to  be  withftood, 
I'll  pufh  it  from  this  hour ; 

I  will  be  grateful,  or  at  leaft 
I'll  have  it  in  my  power. 
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Quoth  he,  fince  my  poor  counfel  gains 

Such  favor  in  your  eye, 
I  have  a  fmall  requeft  to  make 

I  hope  you  won't  deny. 

Some  bounties  I  like  you  have  had 
From  one  that  bears  the  wand  *, 

And  very  fain  I  would,  like  you, 
Repay  them,  if  I  can. 

Witnefs,  ye  heavens  !   how  I  wifh 

To  Aide  into  his  place  ; 
Only  to  fhow  him  countenance, 

Whenhe   is  in  difgrace. 

Oh  !  would  you  ufe  your  intereft  great 

With  our  moft  gracious  Queen, 
Such  things  I'd  quickly  bring  about, 

This  land  hath  never  feen. 

Give  me  but  once  her  royal  ear, 

Such  notes  I'll  in  it  found, 
As  from  her  fweet  repofe  mall  make 

Her  royal  head  turn  round. 

He  fpoke,  and  ftraitway  it  was  done, 

She  gain'd  him  free  accefs  ; 
God  long  preferve  our  gracious  Queen, 
The  Parliament  no  lefs  ! 

*  Lord  Godolphin. 
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Now  from  this  hour  it  was  remark'd, 

That  there  was  fuch  refort 
Of  many  great  and  high  divines 

Unto  the  Queen's  fair  court. 

Myfterious  things  that  long  were  hid 

Began  to  come  to  light, 
And  many  of  the  Church's  fons 

Were  in  a  zealous  fright. 

'Twas  faid,  with  fighs  and  anxious  looks, 

A  General  abroad 
Had  won  more  battles  than  their  friends 

The  French  could  well  afford. 

That  fo  much  money  had  been  fent, 

Such  needlefs  things  t'  advance, 
It  fure  was  time,  as  in  reigns  palT'd, 

Some  now  mould  come  from  France. 

At  laft  they  fpoke  it  out,  and  faid, 

'Twas  of  the  laft  import, 
That  there  fhould  be  a  thorough  change 

In  Army,  Fleet,  and  Court. 

For  wicked  Johnny  Marlborough 
So  madly  pufh'd  things  on, 
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That,  fhould  he  unto  Paris  go, 
The  Church  was  quite  undone. 

The  wife  and  pious  Queen  gave  ear 

To  this  devout  advice, 
And  honeft  fturdy  Sunderland  * 

Was  whipt  up  in  a  trice. 

Avaft  !   cry'd  out  the  Admiral  f, 

No-near,  you  rogues,  no-near ; 
Your  fhip  will  be  amongft  the  rocks, 

If  at  this  rate  you  fteer  ! 

With  that  the  man  that  kept  the  cam  % 

Slipt  in  a  word  or  two, 
Which  made  an  old  acquaintance  fhrink, 

This  game  would  never  do. 


*  Upon  the  earl's  fudden  difmifTal  from  office,  14th  June,  1710, 
the  Queen  propofed  to  compenfate  him  for  the  lofs  of  his  fecretary- 
fhip  with  a  penfion  of  3000/.  per  ann.,  which  he  declined  in  thefe 
terms  :  —  "  He  was  glad  her  Majefty  was  fatiffied  he  had  done  his 
duty ;  but  if  he  could  not  have  the  honor  to  ferve  his  country,  he 
would  not  plunder  it." 

•f-  George  Churchill,  brother  to  the  duke,  and  repreientative  of 
Portfmouth. 

\  Harley  had  juft  been  appointed  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer, 
and  the  fatirift  in  this  and  the  following  ftanzas  taunts  him  with 
being  a  Whig  at  heart,  although  the  leader  of  the  Tories. 
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He  but  one  eye  had  in  his  head, 

But  with  that  one  he  faw 
Thefe  priefts  might  bring  about  his  ears 

A  thing  we  call  club-law. 

He  on  his  pillow  laid  his  head, 

And  on  mature  debate, 
With  that,  and  what  his  wife  refolv'd, 

To  play  a  trick  of  ftate. 

Like  Dr.  Burgefs  *  much  renown'd, 

Of  one  he  did  take  care  ; 
Then  flipt  his  cloak,  and  left  the  reft 

All  in  moft  fad  defpair. 

The  confequence  of  this  was  fuch, 

Our  good  and  gracious  Queen, 
Not  knowing  why  fhe  e'er  went  wrong, 

Came  quickly  right  again. 


*  Daniel  Burgefs,  the  facetious  divine  and  tutor  of  Bolingbroke. 
Like  his  father,  the  Doctor  quitted  the  Eftablifhed  Church,  and  was 
re-ordained  as  a  Prefbyterian  minifter.  His  ftyle  of  preaching  may  be 
judged  from  the  following  extra£l  from  his  fermon  on  "  The  Robe 
of  Righteoufnefs  :  "  —  "  If  any  of  you  would  have  a  good  and  cheap 
fuit,  you  will  go  to  Monmouth  Street ;  if  you  want  a  fuit  for  life, 
you  will  go  to  the  Court  of  Chancery ;  but  if  you  wifh  for  a  fuit 
that  will  laft  for  eternity,  you  mull  put  on  the  robe  of  righteouf- 
nefs." 

VOL.  II.  G 
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However,  taking  safe  advice 
From  thofe  that  knew  her  well, 

She  Abigail  turn'd  out  of  doors, 
And  hang'd  up  Machiavel.* 

*  The  whh  here  is  father  to  the  thought :  neither  Abigail  nor 
Harley  was  fufpended ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  both  were,  fhortly  after 
the  publication  of  this  fatire,  ennobled  and  advanced  to  higher 
offices,  the  firft  fucceeding  the  Duchefs  of  Marlborough  as  Lady 
Privy  Purfe,  and  the  fecond  as  one  of  the  Commiffioners  for  the 
execution  of  the  office  of  Treafurer,  from  which  Godolphin  was 
driven. 
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THE  AGE  OF  MAD  FOLKS. 


[The  extraordinary  refults  produced  by  the  intemperate  zeal  of 
Dr.  Henry  Sacheverell,  when  he  preached  before  the  Lord  Mayor 
and  citizens  of  London,  in  the  pulpit  of  St.  Paul's  Cathedral,  on 
the  5th  Nov.  1709,  are  thus  terfely  fummed  up  by  the  greateft  of 
our  modern  eflayifts : —  "A  foolifh  parfon  had  preached  a  foolifli 
fermon  againft  the  principles  of  the  Revolution.  The  wifeft  members 
of  the  Government  were  for  letting  the  man  alone.  But  Godolphin, 
inflamed  with  all  the  zeal  of  a  new-made  Whig,  and  exafperated  by 
a  nick-name  which  was  applied  to  him  in  this  unfortunate  difcourfe, 
infilled  that  the  preacher  fhould  be  impeached.  .  .  The  impeach- 
ment was  brought ;  the  doftor  was  convicted  ;  and  the  accufers  were 
ruined.  The  clergy  came  to  the  refcue  of  the  perfecuted  clergy- 
man. The  country  gentlemen  came  to  the  refcue  of  the  clergy. 
A  difplay  of  Tory  feelings,  fuch  as  England  had  not  witnefled  fince 
the  clofing  years  of  Charles  II. 's  reign,  appalled  the  minifters  and 
gave  boldnefs  to  the  Queen.  She  turned  out  the  Whigs,  called 
Harley  and  St.  John  to  power,  and  diflblved  the  Parliament. "  The 
writer  of  this  ballad  remarks  the  conduct  of  the  mob,  which  looked 
upon  the  perfecuted  doclor  as  the  champion  of  the  Church,  and 
fhouted  round  the  chair  or  carriage  of  the  Qu_een,  as  often  as  her 
Majefty  appeared  in  public,  "  God  blefs  your  Majefty  ;  we  hope 
you're  for  Sacheverell  !  "  The  popular  feeling  is  well  expreffed  in 
the  following  contemporary  lines  :  — 

"  Invidious  Whigs,  fince  you  have  made  your  boaft, 
That  you  a  Church  of  England  prieft  will  roaft, 
Blame  not  the  mob  for  having  a  defire 
With  Prefbyterian  tubs  to  light  the  fire."] 
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HESE  nations  had  always  fome  token 
Of  madnefs,  by  turns  and  by  fits, 
Their  fenfes  were  fhatter'd  and  broken, 
But  now  they're  quite  out  of  their  wits. 


Can  any  man  fay  the  Lord  Mayor  *, 
Of  Parliament  likewife  a  member, 

Did  wifely  to  fet  up  a  bear 

To  preach  on  the  fifth  of  November. 


Was  the  Doctor  lefs  touch'd  in  his  brain 
To  fluff"  his  harangue  with  gun-powder  ; 

Or  Dolben  f  who  fired  the  train, 

And  made  it  crack  louder  and  louder. 


*   Alderman  Sir  Samuel   Garrard,   at  whofe   requeft  Sacheverell 
both  preached  and  printed  his  inflammatory  fermon. 

-f-  John   Dolben    (ion  of  the  Archbifhop  of  York),  who  moved 
the  impeachment  of  Sacheverell  in  the  Commons,  and  carried  the 
bill  up  to  the  Lords.     For  the  active  part  he  played  in   thefe  me- 
morable  proceedings,    he   became    the  common  butt  of  the  wits  of 
the  age,  one  of  whom  penned  the  following  epitaph  upon  him  :  — 
"  Under  this  marble  lies  the  duft 
Of  Dolben  John,  the  chafte  and  juft  : 
Reader,  tread  foftly,  I  befeech  ye, 
For,  if  he  wakes,  he'll  ftraight  impeach  ye  !" 
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Even  He  *,  who  wrought  all  underhand, 

So  thinking  to  fave  his  own  bacon  ; 
Some  doubt,  if  for  all  his  white  wand, 

For  a  conj'rer  he  ought  to  be  taken. 

But  our  Senate  hath  outdone  'em  all 
By  their  folemn  and  grave  proceeding 

On  a  pageant  in  Weftminfter  Hall, 

When  the  Nation  lies  almoft  a-bleeding. 

In  fuch  a  nice  and  critical  ftate, 

When  of  weighty  affairs  there  were  feveral, 

To  fpend  their  fweet  lungs  in  debate 

About  Hoadley  t  and  Henry  Sacheverell ; 

Of  the  danger  that  threaten'd  the  nation 
From  the  fcandalous  term  of  Volpone  J, 

*  Alluding  to  the  Lord  Treafurer,  Godolphin,  who  had  inftigated 
the  profecution  of  the  High  Church  doclor. 

\  The  fame  day  on  which  the  Commons  voted  the  impeachment 
of  Sacheverell,  they  alfo  refolved  "  That  the  Rev.  Mr.  Benjamin 
Hoadley,  Reftor  of  St.  Peter's  Poor,  London,  for  having  often 
ftrenuouily  juftified  the  principles  on  which  her  Majefty  and  nation 
proceeded  in  the  late  happy  Revolution,  hath  greatly  merited  the 
favor  and  recommendation  of  this  Houfe.,'>  Accordingly  an  addrefs 
was  prefented  to  the  Queen,  praying  her  Majefty  "  to  beftow  ibme 
dignity  in  the  Church  on  the  laid  Mr.  Hoadley  for  his  fervices  to  the 
Church  and  State  !  " 

\  It  is  afferted  by  Swift  that  Sacheverell's  real  offence,  in  the  eye 
of  the  Whig  miniftry,  was  his  having,  in  one  of  his  two  difcourfes, 
pointed,  as  was  conceived,  at  the  Lord  Treafurer,  Godolphin,  in  a 
paftage  about  "  the  crafty  infidioufnefs  of  fuch  wily  Volpones." 
Volpone  was  the  popular  nickname  of  Godolphin. 
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Thrown  on  the  man  of  high  ftation, 
Who  fo  freely  fupplies  us  with  money. 

So  as  the  rare  frolic  went  round, 

It  feiz'd  at  laft  upon  the  people  ; 
Who  fwore  they  would  pull  to  the  ground 

The  churches  that  wanted  a  fteeple. 

They  rebell'd  in  the  Doctor's  defence, 

Who  fo  boldly  had  cry'd  their  pow'r  down, 

And  freely  gave  up  their  pretence 

To  fight  for  the  Church  and  the  Crown. 

On  the  folks  who  fo  zealoufly  ftrive 
For  their  pow'r  they  outrageoufly  fell, 

And  by  force  of  arms  fain  would  they  prove 
They  had  no  right  to  rebel. 

The  Commons  by  arguments  keen, 

From  the  fenfe  of  the  Doctor's  expreflions, 

Prov'd  fome  words  that  nothing  could  mean 
To  be  damnable  crimes  and  transgreffions. 

The  Peers,  having  all  things  regarded, 

Affirm'd  he  had  highly  offended  ; 
Then  vote  he  ought  to  be  rewarded*, 

And  fo  the  rare  farce  was  ended. 

*  The  mild  fentence  (namely  deprivation  for  three  years)  pafled 
upon  Sacheverell  by  the  Lords  was  regarded  by  the  populace  as  tan- 
tamount to  an  acquittal. 
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Thus  I've  prov'd  that  the  Mayor  who  invited, 
And  the  zealous  Doctor  who  preached, 

The  men  whom  the  Commons  incited, 
And  thofe  that  the  Doctor  impeached, 

All  thofe  who  the  queftion  did  handle, 
The  mob,  and  all  fuch  who  did  gainfay  ; 

The  Peers  (be  it  faid  without  fcandal) 
To  be  all  in  a  defperate  phrenzy. 

What  remedy  then  in  the  nation 

For  this  madnefs  that  really  fo  much  is, 

But  fome  fober  and  wife  application 

From  Sunderland  and  the  wife  Duchefs.* 

*  Sarah,  Duchefs  of  Marlborough. 
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THE  WESTMINSTER  COMBAT. 


[This,  like  the  preceding  ballad,  refers  to  the  ill-advifed  impeach- 
ment of  Sacheverell.] 


IS  odd  to  conceive  what  a  war  has  been 
wag'd 
Among  the  late  Commons  of  Britain, 
Where  Whig   and  Law  plyers  fo  hotly 
engaged, 
Good  principles  foon  to  get  rid  on. 

They  fought  and  did  battle  a  certain  divine 

So  furious  in  Weftminfter  Hall, 
That  the  trophies  and  triumphs  from  Danube  and 
Rhine 

Hung  fhatter'd  and  ready  to  fall. 


He  preach'd,  as  'tis  faid,  at  the  City's  St.  Paul, 
With  a  wicked  and  vicious  intent, 

To  ftir  up  the  people  to  break  down  the  wall 
Of  peace  and  juft  government. 
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For  not  to  refill  you  know  is  the  way 

To  deftroy  the  peace  of  the  nation  ; 
And  not  to  rebel  is  truly  to  fay 

You  fpurn  at  true  moderation. 

Therefore  to  prevent  fuch  a  mifchievous  blunder, 

Which  the  parfons  fo  often  commit, 
The  pojje  is  raif'd,  and  the  Commons  out-thunder 

New  votes  to  guard  the  pulpit. 

The   Doctor's  arraign'd  of  high  crimes  and   tranfgref- 
fions, 

For  preaching  fuch  damnable  things, 
And  the  reft  of  the  Order  muft  hate  all  expreflions 

Which  encourage  obedience  to  Kings. 

And  quite  to  fupprefs  fuch  a  peftilent  notion, 
Which  fcandals  the  rights  of  the  people, 

Their  armies  are  marihall'd,  and  now  upon  motion^ 
To  pull  down  the  churches  with  fteeples. 

The  firft  that  aflaulted  was  valiant  Sir  James  *, 

A  warrior  of  famous  renown  ; 
Who  fir'd  a  volley  of  words  without  mean, 

Then  trembling  fat  himfelf  down. 

*  Sir  James  Montague,  Attorney-General. 
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Then  Dolben,  his  fecond,  quite  out  of  his  reafon, 
To  fee  the  chief  attorney  fuch  a  buffle, 

With  lion-like  rage,  endeavours  to  feize  on, 
The  Doctor  and  's  caufe  in  the  fcuffle. 

The  next  that  appear'd  was  the  learned  Sir  Peter  *, 

In  antiquity  fkilful  and  great, 
Who  pour'd  fuch  charges  that  wounded  much  deeper, 

But  yet  he  was  woundily  beat. 

Then  him  to  relieve  does  Lechmere  f  afpire, 

With  JekyllJ,  a  judge  in  the  Weft, 
Who  blufter'd  and  rav'd,  and  fwore  they  would  fire 

The  doctrine  as  well  as  the  prieft. 

Lord  William  §  comes  next,  moft  nicely  equipt, 

With  mufket  and  ball  in  his  hand  ; 
But,  alas  !  of  his  powder  and  flint  he  was  ftript, 

And  therefore  was  put  to  a  ftand. 

Stanhope  ||  impatient,  no  longer  could  bear 

To  fee  his  own  troops  difappointed, 
But  ftorms,  and  difcharges,  and  rattles  in  th'  air 

Againft  Kings  and  all  that's  anointed. 


*  Sir  Peter  King,  Recorder  of  London. 

f  Nicholas  Lechmere,  afterwards  Lord  Lechmere,  and  Chancellor 
of  the  Duchy  of  Lancafter. 

%  Sir  Jofeph  Jekyll,  who,  in  the  fucceeding  reign,  was  made 
Mafter  of  the  Rolls,  and  ably  supported  the  power  and  independence 
of  his  office  againft  the  Lord  Chancellor  King. 

§  Lord  William  Paulet 

||  General  Stanhope. 
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Then  comes  Mr.  Cowper*,  as  part  of  the  rout, 

Well  known  in  an  eminent  caufe, 
And    fights    with    his    friends    moft    brave    and    moft 

STOUT, 

Againft  loyalty  paflive  and  laws. 

But  the  fierceif.  and  keeneft  of  all  the  commanders 

Was  trufty  Sir  Thomas  of  Derby  -f , 
Whofe  prowefs  and  courage  furprifed  the  byftanders, 

Becaufe  a  Chief  Juftice  was  hard  by. 

For  Walpole  %  and  Smith  J,  and  the  reft  of  the  clan, 

Who  the  Doctor  fo  bravely  accofted, 
Their  exploits  were  fo  mean,  and  their  actions  fo  vain, 

That  they  all  deferve  to  be  ported. 


*  Wm.  (afterwards  Lord  Chancellor)  Cowper,  brother  to  Spencer 
Cowper,  who  was  honorably  acquitted  of  the  charge  of  having 
murdered  a  beautiful  and  opulent  quakerefs  named  Sarah  Stout, 
to  whom  he  had  been  paying  his  addrefles.  The  future  Chancellor 
greatly  diftinguifhed  himielf  in  defending  his  brother  in  the  "  appeal 
of  murder,"  fued  out,  fubfequently  to  his  trial,  by  the  heir-at-law  of 
the  unfortunate  quakerefs. 

-f-  Serjeant  Sir  Thos.  Parker,  M.P.  for  Derby.  Lord  Chief 
Juftice  Holt  having  died  whilft  the  impeachment  of  Sacheverell  was 
pending,  Serjeant  Parker  was  inftantly  appointed  by  Godolphin  to 
fucceed  him — both  the  Attorney  and  Solicitor-General,  who  had 
fhowed  lefs  zeal  in  the  profecution  of  the  Doctor,  being  pafted  over. 

I  Robt.  Walpole  (afterwards  Earl  of  Orford),  Treafurer  of  the 
Navy,  and  John  Smith,  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer. 
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To  thefe  may  be  added  another  brigade, 

Of  Bifhops  and  Temporal  Lords, 
Whofe  weapons  were  ready,  whofe  fpeeches  were  made, 

Full  charg'd,  not  with  ienfe  but  with  words. 

Thefe  all,  with  a  fury  becoming  their  zeal 

For  Liberty  and  Moderation, 
Did  fight,  and  were  beat,  their  arguments  fail, 

To  the  pleafure  and  joy  of  the  nation. 

The  Doctor  whofe  army  was  fmall,  but  furprifing, 

Did  totally  them  overthrow  ; 
They  fmote  him  behind,  but  ftill  his  uprifing 

Is  owing  to  that  lucky  blow. 

The  Mob  of  his  fide,  the  Ladies  appear 

All  over  the  town  in  his  favor  ; 
Which  galls  the  poor  Minifters,  hanging  their  ear, 

Like  Garrard  *,  or  a  falfe  brother. 


*  Sir  Samuel  Garrard,  Lord  Mayor  of  London,  being  a  member 
of  the  Houfe,  was  alked  whether  he  had  encouraged  the  publication 
of  SacheverelPs  fermon,  to  which  he  anfwered  "  No ;  "  and  the 
Houfe  deemed  it  prudent  to  give  him  credit  for  fincerity,  notwith- 
itanding  the  reiterated  affertions  of  the  Doclor  to  the  contrary. 

"  HeVfrighten'd  when  th1  others  in  cuftody  taken, 
Theorders  he  gave,  has  wifely  forfaken, 
So  the  Do&or  was  lurch'd,  and  the  May'r  faved  his  bacon; 
Which  nobody  dares  deny.'" 
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Dejected  and  fcorn'd  they  wander  about, 
Poor  wretches  !   forlorn  and  forfalcen, 

Upbraided  and  banter'd  with  jeer  and  with  flout, 
Becaufe  they  were  haply  miftaken. 

And  may  all  the  Minifters  meet  with  fuch  chance, 
And  be  laught  at  in  country  and  town, 

Who  fo  bafely  intend,  and  (o  rudely  advance, 
To  beat  loyal  principles  down. 
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SALISBURY  STEEPLE  REVERSED; 

OR, 


Lj 


THE    TURN-SPIT    BISHOPS. 


[This  ballad  alfo  relates  to  the  celebrated  Sacheverell  impeach- 
ment. The  writer  of  it  fatirifes  the  Low-Church  or  moderate  party, 
of  which  Burnet,  Bifhop.  of  Salifbury,  was  undoubtedly  the  molt 
confident  as  well  as  the  moft  diftinguifhed  member.  The  following 
lines,  addreffed  "To  the  Right  Reverend  the  feven  guilty  Bimops," 
as  they  were  defignated  by  the  High-Church  party,  for  difcounte- 
nancing  the  vulgar  pretenfions  of  Sacheverell,  and  voting  for  his 
condemnation  in  the  Lords,  afford  another  fpecimen  of  the  temper  of 
the  times  :  — 

"  For  fhame,  ye  doating  fools,  for  fhame  be  wife, 
Shake  off  your  lethargy,  and  ope  your  eyes  : 
What !  will  you  calmly  fit,  and  tamely  fee 
Hell's  engineers  fubvert  your  prelacy  ? 

The  Church's  danger,  though  you  will  not  own, 
Nor  fear  the  fecond  part  of  "  Forty-one," 
Yet  let  your  own  fecurity  prevail, 
Which  loudly  calls  for  timely  help  of  all ; 
For  the  fame  pow'r  that  pulls  Sachev'rell  down 
Will  firft  your  mitres  feize,  and  then  the  Crown. 

But  why,  alas  !  why  do  I  fpeak  to  you, 
Half  to  your  God  and  to  yourfelves  untrue. 
Go, —  bravely  break  your  facerdotal  Teft, 
And  all  turn  chaplains  to  the  Calves-Head  Feaft ; 
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See  poor  Sacheverell  facrificed  through  hate, 
The  certain  harbinger  of  your  own  fate  ; 
Like  Laud,  the  dire  forerunner  he's  become 
Of  your  own  ruin,  and  the  Sovereign's  doom."] 

HEN  the  twenty  brave  pleaders,  culPd  ouc 
of  the  throng, 
For  their  quicknefs  of  parts  and  their  voluble 
tongue, 

Had  read  all  their  fpeeches  and  rehearPd  all  their  wit, 
And  left  their  wife  Lordfhips  in  judgment  to  fit : 
A  Prelate  *  adroit 
At  text  or  debate 
Summon'd  eight  trufty  brethren  in  Council  to  meet, 
They  whipt  on  their  cloaks  and  to  Hockley  f  they  go, 
To  know  what  his  kirkfhip  wou'd  have  'em  to  do. 

When  they  came  all  the  waiters  were  order'd  away, 
And  they  drank  to  Low  Church  in  a  gallon  of  tea ; 
Quoth  he,  I've  long  wifh'd  to  fee  you  all  here, 
For  matters  of  moment  require  your  care  : 

The  godly  Lay-Five, 

Who  all  methods  contrive 
That  the  Proteftant  Church  may  ftill  flourilh  and  thrive, 
By  me  their  fure  nuncio  do  fend  you  this  greeting, 
And  pray'd  me  to  tell  you  how  to  vote  the  next  meeting. 

*  Dr.  Gilbert  Burnet,  Bifhop  of  Salifbury. 

f  Hockley-in-the-Hole,  Clerkenwell,  where  originally  were  bear, 
and  afterwards  tea,  gardens. 
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Our  friends  have  now  routed  this  prieft  and  his  caufe, 
In  fpite  of  his  homilies,  lawyers,  and  laws ; 
Strong  Lechmere  fhow'd  art,  gentle  Dolben  had  grace, 
And  oil  on  his  tongue,  and  a  bluih  in  his  face  ; 

Stanhope  *,  foft  as  a  dove, 

Form'd  for  arms  and  for  love, 
With  fweeteft  perfuafion  the  Ladies  did  move  ; 
But,  oh  !  what  a  fpirit,  what  a  rhetoric  divine, 
In  lofty  Sir  James  t  and  Lord  William  f  did  fhine  ! 

Let  us  then,  my  good  lords,  to  each  other  be  true, 
And  (how  in  Church  matters  what  bifhops  mould  do ; 
I'll  tell  what  by  me  and  great  William  was  done, 
And  prove  him  a  traitor  that  calls  folks  Volpone  ; 

I'll  tell  them  a  tale, 

That  to  meet  'em  (han't  fail, 
Of  a  Dame  made  a  victim  to  high-flying  zeal  : 
'Twould  move  flefh  and  blood  to  fee  her  undreft, 
And  hack'd  all  to  pieces  by  a  hot-headed  prieft. 

For  us  'twould  be  fhameful  in  filence  to  fit, 
When  a  prieft  is  a-roafting,  and  we  turn  the  fpit, 


*  The  famous  general  and  minifter  (fubfequently  known  as  Earl 
Stanhope),  who  was  no  lefs  diftinguifhed  for  the  irafcibility  of  his 
temper  than  for  his  great  administrative  talents. 

-f-  Attorney -General  Montague  and  Lord  Wm.  Paulet,  the 
Commons'  managers  of  the  Sacheverell  impeachment. 
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Do  you,  my  Lord  Oxford*,  againft  monarchs  be  keen, 
But  as  you  love  Worcefter,  except  the  good  Queen  ; 

This  perhaps,  by  the  bye, 

In  your  way  may  not  lie, 
But  my  Weft  and  the  Hoadleys  will  matters  fupply  ; 
That  you're  for  a  gentle  mild  fentence  give  out, 
When  the  Queftion  is  put  you'll  know  how  to  vote. 

On  you,  brother  Norwichf,  we  chiefly  depend, 
The  right  of  our  Puritan  friends  to  defend  ; 
Now  ftrive  to  excel  both  your  patrons'  renown, 
Be  as  juft  as  the  father,  and  as  wife  as  the  fon ; 

From  you,  honeft  Chitch  % 

We  fhould  claim  a  fine  fpeech 
On  this  ranting  high-fermon  the  Commons  impeach  : 
But,  now  Eafter's  at  hand,  we  expect  not  a  word, 
Since  the  parifh  bids  more  than  we  can  afford. 

Of  the  reft  here  the  Junto  §  no  queftions  do  make, 
For  on  this  only  card  their  all  lies  at  ftake  ; 
Some  fay,  Peers  they  doubt  not  will  be  apt  for  to  flinch, 
But    are  fure    that  your    Lordfhips    will    budge    not   an 
inch  : 


*  Dr.  Bagot. 

■J-   Dr.  Trimnell. 

X  Dr.  Mainwaring,  Bifliop  of  Chichefter. 

§  A  term  ufed  to  defignate  the  principal  leaders  of  the  Whig 
party,  namely,  Lords  Somers,  Godolphin,  Somerlet,  Wharton, 
Sunderland,  and  Halifax. 

VOL.  II.  H 
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What  though  we  all  once 

Did  Refinance  renounce, 
And  for  not  being  Pafiive,  poor  Julian  did  trounce  ; 
Sure  we  never  took  up  our  opinions  for  life, 
For  better  or  worfe,  as  a  man  takes  his  wife. 

Thus  incenf'd  at  the  Doctor,  thefe  reverend  fathers 
Vow'd  they'd   make  him  a  warning  to  all  High-Church 

preachers  ; 
But  oh  !   how  they  look'd  when  their  friends  fail'd,  alas  ! 
And  their  deep-plotted  Tragedy  turn'd  to  a  Farce  ! 

With  amazement  they  found 

Their  caufe  at  a  ground, 
And  the  Hall  with  loud  echoes  of  joy  to  refound  ; 
Then  flunk  to  their  coaches,  the  Doctor  did  follow, 
They  went  off  with  a  whoop,  and  he  with  a  hollow. 
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THE  TRUTH  AT  LAST. 

[This  ballad,  obvioufly  penned  by  a  tool  of  the  lately  difcomfited 
Junto,  reviews,  as  the  firft  ftanza  in  it  intimates,  the  initiatory  acls 
of  the  new  Miniftry,  prefided  over  by  Robert  Harley,  in  the  capacity 
of  a  joint  CommifTioner  of  the  Treafury,  and  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer.] 

To  the  tune  of  "  Which  nobody  can  Deny.'''' 

OME,  all  ye  brave  boys,  and  High  Church- 
men draw  near, 
I'll    tell   you    a    ftory  will   delight   you   to 
hear, 
'Tis  of  Minister's  changes,  trade,  peace,  and  war, 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 

Some  two  years  ago,  the  poor  Church,  fick  at  heart, 
Look'd  as  wan  as  if  (he  and  her  friends  were  to  part, 
Till  a  pulpit-phyfician  *  gave  a  caft  of  his  art, 

Which,  &c. 

"  My  brethren,"  quoth  he,  "  I  think  'tis  no  wonder 
The  Church  is  in  fuch  a  fad  cafe  (blood  and  thunder  !) 
The  Whigs  are  triumphant,  and  we  are  kept  under, 

Which,  &c. 

*  Sacheverell. 

H  2 


ioo  POLITICAL  BALLADS. 


1711. 


u 


Now  I  do  affirm  t'ye  thefe  men  do  defign 
To  un-king  the  Queen  and  keep  out  the  Right  Line, 
Damn  paffive  obedience,  and  our  dear  right  divine, 

Which,  &c. 

<l  Should  their  damnable  doctrines  be  once  underftood 
That  Princes  and  Priefts  are  mere  flefli  and  blood, 
You  will  be  apt  to  obey  them  but  juft  while  they're  good, 

Which,  &c. 

"  Whereas  a  good  fubjecl:  and  Chriftian,  ye  know, 
The  more  he's  abuf'd  the  more  loving  mould  grow, 
As  the  cuff-and-cloak  text  moft  fully  does  mow, 

Which,  &c. 

"  Then  let  us  all  join  with  heart  and  with  voice 
To  cry  down  thefe  rogues,  and  cry  up  a  new  choice, 
So  we  mail  have  all  the  new  places,  brave  boys, 

Which,  &c." 

When  the  people  had  heard  the  doctrine  fo  found, 
Which  the  Doctor  on  proof  and  good  profit  did  found, 
They  refolv'd  one  and  all  the  Whigs  to  confound, 

Which,  &c. 

How  this  Doctor  was  baited,  and  how  he  got  clear, 
What  feats  he  did  fince,  and  were  done  elfewhere, 
No  mortal  that  had  ears  that  could,  but  did  hear, 

Which,  &c. 
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Now  as  foon  as  the  true  fons  of  the  Church  got  ground, 
You    cannot   think    how    much    better    all    things    were 
found, 

For  mother   and  fons    look'd   frefh,   brifk,    plump,    and 
found, 

Which,  &c. 

Now  to  prove  our  dear  mother  is  out  of  her  pain, 

To  miracle-working  fhe's  taken  again, 

She  never  wrought  fuch  in  the  late  Whiggifh  reign, 

Which,  &c. 

You     muft    know,    with    a    debt    of    ten     millions    at 

leaft, 
They  found  the  poor  nation  moll  fadly  oppreft, 
And  if  they  could  pay't  without  money  the  beft, 

Which,  &c. 

For  this  end  they  gave  them  a  rich  South-Sea  trade*, 
And  told  them  by  that  twice  as  much  might  be  paid, 
For  who  could  e'er  doubt  but  'twas  there  to  be  had, 

Which,  &c. 


*  Alluding  to  Harley's  fcheme  "to  fatisfy  all  public  and  national 
debts  and  deficiencies,  by  allowing  the  proprietors  of  thofe  debts 
and  deficiencies  an  intereft  of  6  per  cent  per  annum,  redeemable  by 
parliament,  and  incorporating  them  to  carry  on  the  trade  to  the 
South  Seas  " —  a  fcheme  that  led  to  unparalleled  gambling  and  ruin 
in  the  fucceeding  reign. 
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This  coming  from  one  ne'er  thought  a  deceiver, 
Made  the  faithful  all  think  the  project  was  clearer, 
And  furely  'tis  payment  to  every  believer, 

Which,  &c. 

In  another  point,  too,  we  all  fettled  have  been, 
That  by  paflive  obedience  and  right  divine, 
King  James  was  turn'd  out,  and  King  William  brought 
in, 

Which,  &c. 

But  fince  in  true  Catholic  paths  we  have  trod, 
There's  another  pofition  of  Cafe  given  in  mode, 
As  true  as  the  reft,  tho'  it  feems  fomething  odd, 

Which,  &c. 

That  a  certain  great  Duke*,  we  have  reafon  to  fear, 
Has  a  devilifh  defign  to  prolong  this  fad  war, 
As  by  beating  our  foes  does  moft  plainly  appear, 

Which,  &c. 

For  this  very  reafon  brave  Hill  \  and  Argyle  f 
Have  done  nothing  yet,  tho'  abroad  a  great  while, 
Since  projects  of  peace  all  fighting  does  spoil, 

Which,  &c. 

*   Marlborough. 

f  General  Hill,  better  known  as  "  Jack  Hill,"  brother  to  the 
Queen's  favorite  Abigail,  Lady  Mafham :  he  commanded  the  un- 
fortunate expedition  to  Canada  in  this  year.  The  Duke  of  Argyle 
was  the  companion  in  arms  of  Marlborough,  and  commander  and 
ambaflador  in  Spain. 
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However  if  any  more  conquefts  we  need, 
Each  hero  no  doubt  to  Ouebec  and  Madrid 
With  equal  defpatch  and  fuccefs  will  proceed, 

Which,  &c. 

But  now  (God  be  thank'd  !)  the  war's  near  an  end, 
If  on  what  great  ones  fay  little  ones  may  depend, 
For  old  Louis  himfelf  is  grown  our  faft  friend, 

Which,  &c. 

For  whatever  notions  fome  people  maintain, 
King  Charles  and  his  allies  are  gainers,  'tis  plain, 
For  we  give  poor  Phil  nought  but  Indies  and  Spain, 

Which,  &c. 

May  all  quarrels  at  home  and  abroad  then  ceafe, 
May  High-Church  flouri/h  and  Low-Church  decreafe, 
For  the  Abbott  has  brought  a  good  Proteftant  peace  ! 

Which,  &c. 

May  we  all  wifh  the  Queen  may  enliven  our  hearts, 
By  giving  our  friends  their  proper  deferts  ! 
We  know  who'd  enjoy  axes,  halters,  and  carts, 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 
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THE  THANKSGIVING: 

A    NEW    PROTESTANT    BALLAD. 

[In  his  journal  to  Stella  (17th  Nov.  171 1)  Swift  writes :  "This 
is  Queen  Elizabeth's  birthday,  ufually  kept  in  this  town  by  appren- 
tices, &c. ;  but  the  Whigs  defigned  a  mighty  proceffion  by  mid- 
night, and  had  laid  out  a  thoufand  pounds  to  drefs  up  the  Pope, 
Devil,  Cardinals,  Sacheverell,  &c,  and  carry  them  with  torches 
about  and  burn  them.  They  did  it  by  contribution.  Garth  gave 
five  guineas ;  Dr.  Garth  I  mean,  if  ever  you  heard  of  him.  But 
they  were  feized  laft  night  by  order  from  the  Secretary :  you  will 
have  an  account  of  it,  for  they  bawl  it  about  the  ftreets  already. 
They  had  fome  very  fooliih  and  mifchievous  defigns  ;  and  it  was 
thought  they  would  have  put  the  rabble  upon  affaulting  the  Lord 
Treafurer's  houfe  and  the  Secretary's,  and  other  violences.  The 
militia  [i.  e.  the  London  train-bands]  was  raifed  to  prevent  it,  and 
now,  I  fuppofe,  all  will  be  quiet.  The  figures  are  now  at  the  Secre- 
tary's office  at  Whitehall." 

This  fcheme  feems  to  have  been  the  revival  of  one  which  Shaftes- 
bury's party  played  off  with  great  effecT:  againft  the  court  party  in 
1682.  The  minifterial  organ,  The  Poft  Boy,  of  22nd  Nov.  1711, 
charged  the  Kit-Cat  Club,  which  contained  the  moft  diftinguifhed 
of  the  Whig  party,  with  "  a  confpiracy  to  raife  a  mob,  to  confront 
the  beft  of  queens  and  her  miniftry,  pull  down  the  houfes  of  feveral 
honeft,  true,  worthy  Englifh  gentlemen,  having  had  money  diftri- 
buted  to  them  fome  time  before  for  that  purpofe  by  G.  G.  G.  S.  S. 
S.  W.  H.  M.  [/.  e.  Grafton,  Godolphin,  Dr.  Garth,  Somerfet,  Sun- 
derland, Somers,  Wharton,  Halifax,  and  Montague],  an  infatiable 
junto  cum  multis  aliis,  who  made  the  fubfcription,  and  gave  out  that 
the  queen  was  very  ill,  if  not  dead,  in  order  to  have  afted  their  trea- 
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fons  with  greater  freedom  !  "  Such  were  the  excufes  which  the 
Tory  government  put  forth  for  fpoiling  the  mow.  Their  arbitrary 
proceedings  created  no  little  fpeculation  and  ill-feeling  in  the  public- 
mind,  no  fimilar  interference  with  the  pageants  of  the  people  having 
been  attempted  fince  the  days  of  James  II.] 


ET'S  fing  the  new  Miniftry's  praife, 

With  hearts  moft  thankful  and  glad, 
For  the  ftatefmen  of  thefe  our  days 
Are  the  wifeft  that  ever  we  had. 


But  not  to  wander  too  far 

In  the  maze  of  their  endlefs  merit, 
I'll  give  you  an  inftance  moft  rare 

Of  their  vigilance,  wifdom,  and  fpirit. 

They  heard,  on  Queen  Befs's  birthday, 

The  'prentices  had  an  intent 
Th'  old  Proteftant  gambol  to  play, 

Which  Churchmen,  they  thought,  mould  prevent. 

The  frolic,  it  feems,  was  no  lefs 

Than  to  carry  about  in  proceffion, 
A  Pope  in  ridiculous  drefs, 

And  to  burn  it  by  way  of  diverfion. 

Befides  thefe  turbulent  folk 

(Than  their  anceftors  much  more  uncivil) 
To  their  pageant  had  added  the  joke 

Of  a  Perkin,  and  eke  of  a  Devil. 
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With  Cardinals,  Jefuits,  Friars, 

A  cart-load  together  at  leaft, 
Intended  to  crown  their  bonfires, 

A  very  unfeaPnable  jeft. 

For  fure  there  could  be  no  fenfe, 

When  a  Peace  is  coming  upon  us  *, 
T'  affront  fuch  a  powerful  Prince 

As  the  Pope — why,  it  might  have  undone  us. 

Then  if  the  moft  Chriflian  King 

Should  have  taken  it  ill  at  our  hand, 
Such  a  very  unmannerly  thing 

Might  have  put  the  Peace  to  a  ftand. 

The  Jacobites  next,  to  be  fure, 

Would  have  rif'n  to  defend  their  Mafter 

And  who  could  have  told  where  a  cure 
Could  be  found  for  fuch  a  difafter  ? 

Befides  it  would  bear  a  doubt, 

Whether  burning  the  Pope  and  the  Devil, 
Might  not  be  defign'd  to  flout 

At  High-Church  and  Doctor  Sachev'rell. 

*  Alluding  to  the  anticipated  peace  by  which  Spain  and  the  Weft 
Indies  fhould  be  left  in  the  hands  of  a  prince  of  the  houfe  of 
Bourbon. 


1 71 1- 


ANNE.  107 

Furthermore,  in  thefe  days  of  fin, 

'Twas  fear'd  by  folks  that  were  hearty, 

A  numerous  mob  might  have  been 
E'en  raiPd  for  the  Devil  and  's  party ! 

'Twas  therefore  expedient  found 

To  fend  the  Foot-Guards  on  the  fcout ; 

To  fearch  all  the  fuburbs  round, 
And  find  the  bold  Pageant  out. 

They  took  it,  and,  as  it  was  fit, 

A  magiftrate  wife  and  great 
The  criminals  ftraight  did  commit, 

That  the  Law  might  determine  their  fate. 

Then  for  fear  of  a  refcue  by  night, 

At  which  we  mould  all  ha'  been  troubl'd, 

'Twas  order'd  (and  fure  that  was  right) 

That  the  Guards  mould  be  ev'rywhere  doubl'd. 

Befides  that  no  harm  might  come  nigh  us, 
The  bands  fo  well  train'd  were  drawn  out, 

And  as  long  as  thofe  heroes  ftand  by  us, 
The  Devil  himfelf  we  may  rout. 

What  though  fome  people  did  fneer, 
And  call'd  'em  the  Pope's  Life-guard, 

They  flood  to  their  arms  and  their  beer 
All  night,  and  kept  watch  and  ward. 
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So  God  fave  our  gracious  Queen, 
And  her  minifters  every  one  ; 

And  he  that  don't  fay  Amen 

Is  a  churl — and  may  let  it  alone. 

The  Hanover  Houfe  God  preferve, 
And  blaft  the  Pretender's  hope  ; 

The  Protectant  caufe  let's  ferve, 
And  give  to  the  Devil  the  Pope  ! 
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AN  EXCELLENT  NEW  SONG. 

[It  having  been  publicly  announced  that  a  treaty  of  peace  with 
France  had  been  agreed  upon  by  the  Queen  and  her  allies,  all  claries 
became  naturally  anxious  to  know  what  were  the  precife  terms  of  it, 
and  more  particularly  how  the  fuccefTion  in  Spain  and  the  difpofition 
of  the  Indies  were  propofed  to  be  fettled ;  but  when  the  parliament, 
which  met  on  the  10th  July,  was  prorogued  on  the  following  day  to 
the  21ft  Auguft,  and  again  to  the  9th  of  October,  and  finally  to  the 
7th  of  December;  fo  many  prorogations  at  fo  critical  a  conjuncture, 
and  fo  late  in  the  year,  occafioned  no  little  fufpicion  regarding  the 
real  intentions  of  the  anti-Hanoverian  miniftry.] 

To  the  memorable  tune  of  Lillibullero. 


H  !  Brother  Tom,  doft  know  the  intent, 
Lillibullero  Bullen  a  la, 
Why  they  prorogue  the  Parliament  ? 
Lillibullero  Bullen  a  la. 

Lero,  lero,  lero,  lero,  &c. 


11. 


I  think  it  is  plain  to  be  underftood, 

Lillibullero,  &c. 
That  by  that  fame  they  mean  us  no  good. 

Lillibullero,  &c. 
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For  what  can  they  mean  who  do  not  take  care, 

Lillibullero,  Sec. 
In  time  preparations  to  make  for  the  war  ? 

Lillibullero,  &c. 

IV. 

And  how  without  money  can  we  in  the  Spring, 

Lillibullero,  Sec. 
Get  early  to  Flanders,  and  drub  the  French  King  r 

Lillibullero,  Sec. 

v. 
Then  is  it  not  pity  when  Marlboro'  fo  far  is, 

Lillibullero,  &c. 
To  flop  his  career,  and  not  let  him  take  Paris  ? 

Lillibullero,  &c. 

VI. 

Now  all  thefe  delays  came  not  from  town-takers, 

Lillibullero,  &c. 
But  oh  !    what  is  worfe,   they  come   from    Peace- 
makers. 

Lillibullero,  &c. 

VII. 

If  Spain  and  the  Indies  they  yield  unto  France, 
Lillibullero,  &c. 
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Then  we  may  go  whiffle,  and  eke  alfo  dance.* 
Lillibullero,  &c. 


VIII. 

And  then  poor  old  England  mull  lofe  all  her  trade, 

Lillibullero,  &c. 
Whene'er  fuch  a  fcandalous  peace  mall  be  made. 

Lillibullero,  &c. 

IX. 

Oh  lack  and  a  day  !  I  am  ready  to  cry, 

Lillibullero,  &c. 
To  think  how  it  favours  of  Popery. 

Lillibullero,  &c. 

x. 
'Tis  not  come  to  that  already,  I  hope, 

Lillibullero,  &c. 
Tho'  we  might  not  burn  the  Pretender  and  Pope.f 

Lillibullero,  &c. 


*  Bifhop  Burnet  gravely  relates,  that  when  the  Queen  afked  his 
candid  fentiments  on  the  propofed  peace,  he  told  her  "  that  it  was 
his  opinion  that  any  treaty  by  which  Spain  and  the  Indies  were  left 
to  King  Philip  mult,  in  a  little  while,  deliver  up  all  Europe  into  the 
hands  of  France  5  and  if  any  fuch  peace  were  made  fhe  was  betrayed, 
and  we  were  all  ruined :  in  lefs  than  three  years  fhe  would  be  mur- 
dered, and  the  fires  would  be  again  kindled  in  Smithfield  "  ! 

f  See  the  preceding  ballad. 
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XI. 

Therefore  let  it  be  our  particular  care, 

Lillibullero,  &c. 
For  Spain  and  the  Indies  to  keep  on  the  war. 

Lillibullero,  &c. 

XII. 

Which,  if  we  do  roundly,  I  cannot  but  think, 

Lillibullero,  &c. 
John  Marlboro'  at  laft  will  make  Lewis  ftink. 

Lillibullero,  &c. 

XIII. 

So  God  blefs  the  Oueen  and  the  Houfe  of  Hanover, 

Lillibullero,  Szc. 
And  never  may  Pope  or  Pretender  come  over. 

Lillibullero,  &c. 
Lero,  lero,  &c. 
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[This,  like  the  preceding  ballad,  refers  to  the  celebrated  treaty  of 
peace  fubfequently  ratified  at  Utrecht.  It  exhibits  the  temper  of  a 
large  part  of  the  nation,  when  it  became  convinced  that  the  Tory 
miniftry  was  refolved  to  conclude  a  peace  with  France  upon  any 
terms.] 


TREATY'S  on  foot,  look  about,  Englifh 
boys, 
Stop  a  bad  peace  as  foon  as  you  can ; 
A    Peace  which   our   Hanover's    title   de- 
ftroys, 
fhakes  the  high  Throne  of  our  glorious  Queen 

Anne. 
Over,  over,  Hanover,  over, 

Hafte  and  affift  our  Queen  and  our  State  ; 
Halle  over,  Hanover,  fart  as  you  can  over, 
Put  in  your  claims,  before  'tis  too  late. 


And 


A  bargain  our  Queen  made  with  her  good  friends, 
The  States,  to  uphold  the  Proteftant  line  ; 

If  a  bad  Peace  is  made,  that  bargain  then  ends, 
And  fpoils  her  good  Majefry's  gallant  defign. 

Over,  over,  &c. 
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A  creature  there  is,  that  goes  by  more  names 

Than  ever  an  honeft  man  could,  mould,  or  would  ; 

And  I  wifh  we  don't  find  him  an  arrant  King  James*, 
Whene'er  he  peeps  out  from  under  his  hood. 

Over,  over,  &c. 

The  Dauphin  of  France  to  a  monaft'ry  went 

To  vifit  the  mother  of  him  aforefaid  ; 
He  wifh'd  her  much  joy,  and  he  left  her  content 

With  a  dainty  fine  Peace  about  to  be  made. 

Over,  over,  &c. 

What  kind  of  a  Peace,  I  think  we  may  guefs, 
So  welcome  muft  be  to  her  and  her  lad  : 

And  let  any  man  fay  it,  if  we  can  do  lefs 
Than  be  very  forry,  when  they're  very  glad. 

Over,  over,  &c. 

Who'er  is  in  place,  I  care  not  a  fig, 

Nor  will  I  decide  betwixt  High  Church  and  Low  ; 
'Tis  now  no  difpute  between  Tory  and  Whig, 

But  whether  a  Popifh  fucceflbr,  or  no. 

Over,  over,  &c. 

Our  honeft  Allies  this  Peace  do  explain, 

Of  which  our  French  foes  fo  loudly  do  boaft  ; 

*  James  Frederick  Edward  Stuart,  the  only  ion  of  James  II.  by 
his  fecond  wife,  Mary  of  Modena. 
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But  I  hope,  if  they  reckon  on  India  and  Spain, 
They  reckon  without  confulting  their  hoft. 

Over,  over,  &c. 

Or  elfe  we  mull  bid  farewell  to  our  trade, 
Whatever  fine  tales  fome  people  have  told  j 

For  whene'er  a  Peace  of  that  nature  is  made, 

We  fhall  fend  out  no  wool,  nor  bring  home  no  gold. 

Over,  over,  &c. 

Then  wage  on  the  war,  boys,  with  all  your  might, 
Our  taxes  are  great,  but  our  danger's  not  fmall ; 

We'd  better  be  half  undone,  than  be  quite — 
As  half  a  loaf's  better  than  no  bread  at  all. 

Over,  over,  &c. 
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ON  GUISCARD'S  STABBING  ROBIN. 

[The  Count  or  Abbe  de  Guifcard,  a  malcontent  Frenchman,  was 
taken  into  fome  favor  during  the  miniftry  of  Lord  Godolphin,  had 
a  foreign  regiment  in  Britifli  pay,  and  a  penfion  from  the  Queen. 
But  having  fallen  into  indigence,  partly  from  his  own  prodigality, 
and  partly  from  being  neglecled  by  the  new  adminiftration,  he  re- 
folved  to  improve  his  finances  by  opening  a  treafonable  correfpon- 
dence  with  France.  Being  detecled,  apprehended  for  high  treafon, 
and  brought  before  the  Privy  Council  for  examination,  he  {tabbed 
Mr.  Secretary  Harley  with  a  penknife  in  a  fit  of  defpair,  and  re- 
ceived himfelf  lb  many  wounds  and  bruifes  from  the  councillors 
prefent,  and  the  meffengers  who  rufhed  in  to  apprehend  him,  that  he 
died  in  Newgate,  whither  he  had  been  conveyed,  a  few  days  after- 
wards. As  another  inftance,  remarks  Scott,  of  the  power  of  faclion 
at  this  time  in  perverting  and  ridiculing  whatever  makes  againft  her 
caufe,  and  as  a  juftification  of  the  charge  brought  by  Swift  againft 
the  Whigs  ('vide  his  Examiner,  No.  33),  which  we  may  in  vain 
look  for  in.their  more  formal  publications,  the  following  ballad  ii 
worth  preferving.] 

TTEND,  good  people,  give  an  ear, 
Liften  awhile,  and  you  fhall  hear 
What  ftrange  account  Guifcard's  affair 
Will  make  in  future  ftory  ; 
How  he  was  taken  up  and  tried, 
And  how  he  all  the  fails  denied  ; 
How  he  was  wounded,  how  he  died, 
To  Britain's  endlefs  glory. 
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If  fame  be  not  miftaken,  he 
Taking  a  turn,  one,  two,  or  three, 
By  order  of  the  Miniftry, 

Was  feized  in  the  Park,  Sir  ; 
And  thence  convey'd  to  a  room  of  ftate, 
Where  Privy  Councillors  debate 
The  grand  affairs  of  Church  and  State, 

As  fome  make  their  remark,  Sir. 

Young  Cato  firft  a  letter  mows, 
Of  correfpondence  with  our  foes, 
Which  by  experience  he  well  knows 

Will  no  fmall  profit  bring,  Sir ; 
In  this  the  proverb  true,  we  fee, 
Two  of  a  trade  can  ne'er  agree, 
For  Guifcard  was  no  more  than  he, 

A  fpy  to  the  French  king,  Sir. 

The  Abbot  faw  himfelf  betray'd 

By  thofe  who  all  the  fcheme  had  laid, 

Whofe  tool  he  all  along  was  made, 

To  ferve  young  Perkin's  ends,  Sir ; 
And,  therefore,  boldly  out  he  drew 
A  knife,  whofe  metal  prov'd  untrue, 
And  at  good  Robin's  breaft  he  flew, 

Refolv'd  to  fall  with  friends.  Sir. 
i  3 
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As  foon  as  the  noble  Harley  found 

The  knife  in  his  breaft  had  made  a  wound, 

The  Council  did  to  battle  found 

Like  claps  of  fummer  thunder  : 
Chairs  and  ftandifh,  inks  and  pen, 
To  fly  about  the  room  were  feen, 
But  valiant  St.  John  he  ftept  in, 

And  made  the  Count  knock  under. 


In  the  article  of  danger  he 
Was  fo  compofd,  that  all  agree, 
For  prefence  of  mind  and  bravery, 

He  could  be  out-done  by  no  man  : 
And  by  the  greatnefs  of  his  foul, 
Which  did  the  paflion  of  fear  controul, 
And  kept  his  fpirit  found  and  whole, 

He  fure  muft  be  a  Roman. 

A  noble  and  a  valiant  peer  *, 
Prompted  by  reafon  more  than  fear, 
Thought  fit  fome  time  to  difappear 
Under  the  council-board,  Sir ; 


*  The  Duke  of  Ormond,  who,  out  of  refpefr.  for  the  aflaflin's 
brother,  had  befriended  the  former,  and  therefore  abftained  from 
taking  a  more  active  part  in  the  fray. 
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And  reafon  for  his  elopement  gave, 

That  fure  no  perfon  that  was  brave 

A  hand  in  fuch  a  fray  would  have, 

Or  draw  his  rufty  fword,  Sir. 

Another  duke*,  to  fee  fair  play, 
Which  he  had  never  done,  fome  fay, 
Thought  it  the  moft  convenient  way, 

To  mount  upon  the  table  : 
And  when  their  fafeties  he  had  feen, 
Put  up  your  fwords  (cried)  gentlemen, 
For  what  can  one  man  do  to  ten? 

To  hurt  you  he's  not  able. 

And  now,  my  friends,  I  fhould  do  wrong, 
Could  I  forget  in  this  my  fong 
To  tell  t'  which  fide  he  did  belong, 

Before  I  end  my  ftory  : 
Some  fay  he  was  a  Whig,  but  I, 
By  's  being  bred  in  popery, 
And  being  call'd  Monfieur  L'Abbe, 

Declare  him  a  rank  Tory. 

*  The  Duke  of  Nevvcaftle. 
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PLOT  UPON  PLOT. 


[The  following  ballad  (fays  Scott),  which  enumerates  all  the 
various  charges  of  plots  againft  the  miniftry,  feems  worthy  of  pre- 
fervation.  It  enumerates  firft  what  was  called  the  fcrew-plot,  being 
the  withdrawing  of  certain  fcrew-bolts  from  the  timbers  of  St.  Paul's, 
from  which  was  inferred  an  intention  of  deftroying  the  Queen  and 
Miniftry,  who  were  to  attend  fervice  there  on  the  thankfgiving  day 
for  the  peace.  This  proved  to  have  arifen  from  the  neglect  of  fome 
of  the  workmen.  The  third  ftanza  refers  to  the  intended  pope- 
burning  on  Queen  Elizabeth's  night ;  and  the  fourth  to  the  ravages 
of  Mohocks,  which  the  Tories  interpreted  as  a  thing  devifed  by 
the  enemy.  Laftly,  there  was  the  band-box  plot,  which,  after  all, 
feems  either  to  have  been  the  work  of  a  madman,  or  defigned  for  a 
jeft.  From  confidering  thefe  various  alarms,  the  reader  will  probably 
be  fatisfied  that  the  era  of  (ham  plots  did  not  conclude  with  the  reign 
of  Charles  II.,  although  in  that  of  Queen  Anne  they  were  not  driven 
to  the  fame  fanguinary  conclufions.] 


To  the  tune  of  "  Hey,  boys,  up  go  nx>e !  " 

WICKED  Whigs  !  what  can  you  mean 
When  will  your  plotting  ceafe 
Againft  our  raoft  renowned  Queen, 
Her  Miniftry  and  Peace  ? 


Your  Proteftant  fucceffion's  fafe, 

As  our  great  men  agree  ; 
Bourbon  has  Spain,  the  Tories  laugh  : 

Then  hey,  boys,  up  go  we  ! 
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Some  of  your  Matchi-villian  crew, 

From  heavy  roof  of  Paul, 
Moft  trait'roufly  ftole  ev'ry  fcrew, 

To  make  that  fabric  fall : 
And  fo  to  catch  her  Majefty, 

And  all  her  friends  beguile ; 
As  birds  are  trapt  by  boys  moft  fly, 

In  pitfall  with  a  tile. 

You  for  your  bonfires  mawkins  drefT'd 

On  good  Queen  Befs's  day, 
Whereby  much  treafon  was  exprefPd, 

As  all  true  Churchmen  fay, 
Againft  the  Devil  and  the  Pope, 

The  French,  our  new  ally, 
And  Perkin,  too,  that  youth  of  hope, 

On  whom  we  all  rely. 

You  fent  your  Mohocks  *  next  abroad, 

With  razors  arm'd,  and  knives  ; 
Who  on  night-walkers  made  inroad, 

And  fcar'd  our  maids  and  wives  : 
They  fcourM  the  watch,  and  windows  broke, 

But  'twas  their  true  intent, 
(As  our  wife  miniftry  did  fmoke) 

T'  o'erturn  the  Government. 

*   A  club  of  diffolute  young  men,  who  paraded  the  public  ftreets 
by  night,  and  attacked  indifcriminately  men  and  women. 
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But  now  your  laft  and  blackeil  deed, 
What  mortal  can  rehearfe  ? 

The  thought  oft  makes  my  heart  to  bleed- 
CD  Mufe,  affift  my  verfe  ! 

A  plot  it  was  Co  deeply  laid, 
So  diabolical, 

Had  not  the  fecret  been  betray'd, 
In  one  't  had  flain  us  all. 


Two  inkhorn  tops  your  Whigs  did  fill 

With  gunpowder  and  lead  ; 
Which,  with  two  ferpents  made  of  quill, 

You  in  a  band-box  laid  : 
A  tinder-box  there  was  befide, 

Which  had  a  trigger  to't, 
To  which  the  very  firing  was  tied, 

That  was  defign'd  to  do  't. 


As  traitors  fpare  not  care  nor  coil, 

Thefe  crackers  dire  were  fent, 
To  th'  Treafurer,  per  penny-poll, 

And  fafely  fo  they  went : 
And  if  my  lord  had  pull'd  the  thread, 

Then  up  had  blown  the  train, 
And  th'  inkhorns  mufl  have  fhot  him  dead, 

Or  elfe  have  burfl  in  twain. 
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But  fortune  fpar'd  that  precious  life, 

And  fo  fav'd  Church  and  Queen  ; 
Good  Swift  was  by  and  had  a  knife, 

For  corn  or  pen  made  keen  : 
Stand  off,  my  Lord  !  cried  he,  this  thread 

To  cut  I  will  not  doubt  ; 
He  cut — then  op'd  the  band-box  lid, 

And  fo  the  plot  came  out ! 

Now  God  preferve  our  gracious  Queen, 

And  for  this  glorious  deed, 
May  fhe  the  Dodlor  make  a  Dean, 

With  all  convenient  fpeed  ! 
What  though  the  Tub  *  has  hinder'd  him, 

As  common  ftory  tells, 
Yet  furely  now  the  band-box  whim 

Will  help  him  down  to  Wells. 

*  The  Queen's  objections  to  Swift's  religious  principles,  as  indi- 
cated in  his  celebrated  Tale  of  a  Tub,  were  infurmountable.  It  is 
almoft  fuperfluous  to  add  that  he  never  got  the  Deanery  of  Wells 
here  referred  to,  or  any  other  high  ecclefiaftical  preferment  in  this 
country. 
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SOLDIERS'  LAMENTATION 

FOR 

THE  LOSS  OF  THEIR  GENERAL. 

IN    A    LETTER 

FROM    THE    RECRUITERS    IN    LONDON    TO 

THEIR    FRIENDS    IN    FLANDERS. 

[The  Tory  miniftry,  after  vainly  endeavouring  for  fome  time  to 
obtain  the  Duke  of  Marlborough's  recognition  of  their  foreign 
policy,  at  length  perfuaded  the  Queen  (Dec.  30,  171 1)  to  difmifs 
from  all  his  employments  the  moft  illuftrious  man  in  her  realm,  with 
every  circumftance  of  indignity  and  contempt.  As  a  pretext  for 
this  difgraceful  proceeding,  an  information  was  laid  againft  the 
Duke  by  the  Commifiioners  for  Public  Accounts,  touching  his  receiv- 
ing five  or  fix  thoufand  pounds  yearly  from  the  contractor  for 
furniftiing  bread  to  the  army  in  Flanders.] 

To  the  tune  of  "  To  you,  fair  Ladies,  GJV." 


2^ 


wP' 


^m 


O  you,  dear  Brothers,  who  in  vain 

Have  curb'd  the  pride  of  France, 
And  over  Flanders'  fruitful  plain 
Made  Monfieurs  fkip  and  dance  ; 
We  fend  the  news  of  grief  and  woe, 
You've  loft  your  gallant  Marlboro', 

With  a  fa,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 
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Refolv'd  to  conquer  once  again, 

We  came  to  raife  recruits, 
But  to  what  purpofe  ferve  our  pains, 

If  thefe  be  all  the  fruits  ? 
Since  Marlboro'  muft  no  more  command, 
We  can't  do  better  than  difband. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 

Ambitious  Lewis  thought  by  war 

All  Europe  to  enflave, 
But  Heaven,  with  indulgent  care, 

To  us  great  Marlboro'  gave  ; 
To  fight  againft  Popifh  tyranny, 
For  Laws,  Religion,  Liberty. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 

Near  ftrong  Nimeguen's  well-wall'd  town 

We  firft  heard  war's  alarms, 
And  there  we  made  the  Frenchmen  own 

The  force  of  Englifh  arms. 
No  town,  no  caftle,  could  withstand 

Where  valiant  Marlboro'  did  command. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 

When  falfe  as  proud  Bavaria,  grown 

By  thriving  treafon  great, 
The  Roman  Eagles  had  o'erthrown 

And  forc'd  them  to  retreat ; 
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The  finking  Empire's  hopes  were  loft 
Till  Marlboro'  brought  his  conq'ring  hoft. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 

Firft  Schellenberg  in  blood  embru'd 

His  eager  valor  try'd, 
Where  they  who  Eagles  had  fubdu'd 

By  Lion's  fury  dy'd  : 
French  and  Bavarians  all  did  yield, 
In  fatal  Blenheim's  glorious  field. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 

In  Flanders  then  the  traitor  Duke, 

By  fpite  alone  made  brave, 
A  valiant  refolution  took, 

And  fairly  battle  gave  : 
But  flight  once  more  his  honor  ftains 
In  fam'd  Ramily's  bloody  plains. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 

Altho'  brave  Marlboro's  generous  care 

His  faithful  foldiers  fpar'd  ; 
Yet  all  the  ftrongeft  towns  of  war 

In  vain  'gainft  him  were  barr'd  : 
In  thrice  three  days  he  forc'd  Oftend, 
Which  Spain  could  fcarce  at  three  years'  end. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 
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Hereat  the  grand  Monarch  perplext, 

By  force  not  like  to  thrive, 
With  treacherous  Ghent  and  Bruges  next 

A  project  did  contrive  : 
But  all  their  great  defigns  were  marr'd 
By  meeting  him  at  Oudenard. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 

BrufTels  to  fave,  both  fair  and  faft, 

From  bafe  Bavaria's  might, 
The  guarded  Scheld  was  to  be  paff'd 

Ev'n  in  their  army's  fight : 
But  foon  the  Frenchmen  all  were  flown, 
When  noble  Marlboro'  led  us  on. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 

But  oh  !  the  wonders  which  were  feen 

At  Blangeis  drench'd  in  blood, 
Where  men  entrench'd  up  to  the  chin 

As  in  a  caftle  ftood  : 
Led  on  by  Marlboro'  the  Great, 
Ev'n  there  the  Briton  ftorm'd  and  beat. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 

Behind  their  ftronger  lines  they  got 

Laft  year  encamp'd  again, 
But  there  he  pafT'd  without  a  (hot, 

And  took  the  ftrong  Bouchain  : 
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So  would  he  beat  them  o'er  and  o'er, 
Could  Villars  ftand  at  every  door. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 

Brave  leader,  with  fuch  vaft  fuccefs 

By  bounteous  Heaven  crown'd, 
Who  can  your  valiant  acts  rehearfe, 

Or  praifes  juftly  found  ? 
Who  ne'er  your  back  turn'd  to  your  foes, 
Nor  from  a  town  untaken  rofe. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 

But  who  for  Britifh  honor  will, 

Or  fafety,  more  take  heed, 
Since  he  who  goes  French  blood  to  fpill, 

Himfelf  at  home  mull  bleed  ? 
Who  popifh  Lewis  has  undone, 
By  Jews  and  Turks  is  overthrown. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 

Ungrateful  England  fav'd  from  harms 

By  heroes  moft  renown'd, 
Who  for  their  matchlefs  deeds  of  arms 

Have  with  affronts  been  crown'd  : 
So  fared  it  once  with  great  Naffau, 
So  fares  it  now  with  Marlboro'. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 
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Should  Anjou  now  his  crown  forego, 

We  ftill  fhould  lofers  be, 
Yea,  fhould  he  give  the  Indies  too, 

Still  more  than  that  was  he  ; 
If  neither,  then  in  him  we  muft 
Have  more  than  twice  the  Indies  loft. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 

No  more  melodious  hoboys  now, 

Or  warlike  trumpets  found, 
Take  off  the  wreaths  from  ev'ry  brow, 

Your  arms  and  laurels  ground  ; 
And  you  who  now  lie  round  Bouchain 
Hafte  to  Nimeguen  back  again. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 

Let  Lewis  give  the  peace  we  crave, 

'Tis  plain  we  have  been  beat ; 
A  greater  blow  we  could  not  have, 

'Tis  high  time  to  retreat ; 
For  fince  we're  of  our  head  bereft, 
No  hopes  but  in  our  heels  are  left. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 

And  thou,  brave  Eugene,  with  him  join'd 

In  conqueft  and  in  love, 
Your  former  friendfhip  bear  in  mind, 

And  mourn  his  fad  remove. 

VOL.   II.  K. 
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What,  though  your  glorious  part'ner's  gone, 
Perfift  to  conquer  now  alone.* 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 

'Tis  true,  his  foes  have  gain'd  their  ends, 

It  cannot  be  denied  ; 
But  neither  France's  Haves  nor  friends 

His  name  can  lay  afide  : 
True  Englifh  hearts  will  ftill  proclaim 
Great  Marlboro's  with  Eugene's  fame. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 


*  The  Duke  of  Ormond  was  appointed  to  fucceed  Marlborough 
in  the  command  of  the  Englifh  troops  ;  but,  in  obedience  to  inftruc- 
tions  communicated  from  home,  he  abftained  from  taking  any  aclive 
lhare  in  the  campaign  of  171 2,  when  the  Prince  Eugene  fuftained 
one  defeat  after  another,  till  all  the  fortreffes  which  the  genius  of 
Marlborough  had  wrefted  from  them  were  recovered  by  the  enemy. 
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NOTHING  BUT  TRUTH. 

A    BALLAD. 

[This  ballad  alfo  refers  to  the  unpopular  and,  as  many  thought, 
inglorious  Treaty  of  Utrecht.  It  was  figned  with  France  by  the 
minifters  of  England,  Savoy,  Prufiia,  Portugal,  and  the  States- 
General,  on  the  30th  March,  171 3.  The  Treaty  recognifed  the 
Proteftant  SuccefTion  in  England ;  fecured  the  feparation  of  the 
crowns  of  Spain  and  France ;  demolifhed  the  harbour  of  Dunkirk  ; 
ceded  to  England,  Acadie,  Hudfon's  Bay,  Newfoundland,  and  St. 
Chriftopher's ;  fevered  Sicily  from  Naples,  and  transferred  it  to  the 
Duke  of  Savoy  ;  and  ceded  to  the  Dutch,  Namur,  Charleroi,  and 
other  ftrong  places  for  a  barrier.  The  fplendid  victories  of  Marl- 
borough, it  was  thought,  more  than  counterbalanced  thefe  numerous 
conceffions  on  the  part  of  Louis  XIV.  of  France.] 

To  the  tune  of  "  A  Beggar  of  all  trades  is  the  beft." 


HERE  was  once  a  glorious  Queen 

That  fill'd  Great  Britain's  Throne, 
She  fought  for  all  her  good  Allies, 

And  to  preferve  her  own. 
When  a  fighting  we  did  go,  did  go,  did  go, 
When  a  fighting  we  did  go. 


She  had  a  certain  General 

That  almoft  conquer'd  France, 
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Both  lov'd  at  home,  and  fear'd  abroad 
Where'er  he  did  advance. 

There  a  conq'ring  we  did  go,  &c. 

At  Blenheim  on  the  Danube 

He  did  the  Empire  fave, 
And  at  Ramillies  each  Briton 

From  being  made  a  flave ; 

When  to  Paris  we  did  go,  &c. 

This  Queen,  when  fhe  had  faved  thus 

All  Europe  from  its  fate, 
She  thought  fhe  muft  fave  France,  too, 

And  thought  'twas  not  too  late. 

When  to  U-trick  we  did  go,  &c. 

We  ftill  had  beat  the  French  fo, 
The  Queen  rnofr.  wifely  thought, 

They  were  not  worth  the  conq'ring, 
If  they  were  not  worth  a  groat ; 

For  to  U-trick  we  did  go,  &c. 

To  raife  them  a  new  Conqueft 

Fit  for  her  arms  and  fame, 
Whate'er  fhe  won  of  France 

She  gave  them  up  the  fame. 

When  to  U-trick  we  did  go,  &c 
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Let  no  one  e'er  reproach  her, 

That  honor  or  that  gain 
Invited  her  to  Battail, 

For  there  fhe  gave  up  Spain. 

When  to  U-trick  we  did  go,  &c. 

She  gave  up  all  in  Europe 

For  caftles  in  the  air, 
Great  Britain  for  the  South  Sea, 

And  we  may  all  go  there  ; 

If  a  trading  we  will  go,  &c. 

She  gave  up  all  her  honor, 

Her  treaties,  and  her  word, 
In  quitting  of  her  allies, 

And  Charles  for  James  the  Third ; 

And  to  Lorraine  we  may  go,  &c. 

What  ftrange  contradictions 

We  of  late  have  feen, 
A  conquering  and  a  glorious, 

And  yet  a  lofing  Queen  ; 

When  to  U-trick  fhe  did  go,  Sec. 

King  Jemmy  fights  for  England, 

Queen  Anne  did  die  for  France, 
And  he  that  at  Saint  James' 

His  intereft  would  advance, 

To  Paris  ftraight  rauft  go,  &c. 
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Now  who  can  fing  her  praifes 

For  all  her  pity  mown, 
If  Charles  mould  lofe  the  Empire, 

And  James  mould  have  his  own  ; 

Then  a  whittling  we  may  go,  &c. 

If  France  mould  take  away  our  trade, 
And  James  mould  take  our  C  rown, 

And  Popery  come  in  to  pull 

Our  Church  of  England  down ; 

Then  to  Paris  we  may  go,  &c. 

But  thefe  are  all  but  follies 

DeviPd  by  Whiggifh  men, 
For  when  our  trade  and  all  is  gone, 

We  ar'nt  worth  taking  then  ; 

For  a  begging  we  mall  go,  &c. 

Then  God  blefs  our  wife  Minifters, 

Who  give  up  all  our  trade, 
That  of  France  and  the  Pretender 

We  may  not  be  afraid  ; 

Since  a  ftarving  we  may  go,  &c. 

To  keep  out  Rome  and  Popery 

Is  eafy,  if  we  will, 
But  acting  for  his  intereft 

We  may  be  Churchmen  ftill; 

And  with  Tories  we  may  go,  &c. 
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Then  God  blefs  our  wife  Minifters 

Who  have  found  out  the  art 
Of  cheating  them  with  fancies, 

But  hate  them  in  their  heart ; 

Then  with  Tories  we  may  go,  &c. 

Go  on,  then,  with  your  fine  fets, 

You  men  of  Britifh  Ifle, 
To  fave  your  finking  Church  and  State, 
Make  neither  worth  your  while  ; 

'Tis  no  matter  where  we  go,  we  go, 
'Tis  no  matter  where  we  go. 
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THE  MERCHANT  A-LA-MODE. 

[The  perfon  here  fatirifed  was  the  Duke  cTAumont,  ambaflador 
extraordinary  from  France,  who  came  to  London  on  2nd  January, 
1713,  and  was  lodged  at  Powis  Houfe  in  Ormond  Street.  The 
contemporary  hiftorian,  Rapin,  relates  that  there  was  a  general 
clamour  among  the  people  againft  him,  on  account  of  great  quan- 
tities of  wine,  lilks,  and  other  goods,  which  his  domeftics  were  fup- 
pofed  to  have  imported  duty-free,  and  which  they  openly  retailed  to 
the  prejudice  of  the  native  tradefmen.  "Although  the  duke,  upon 
his  arrival  in  town,  forbade  the  felling  of  wines  or  any  other  com- 
modities in  his  houfe,  yet  the  people  put  up  the  fign  of  a  *  bunch  of 
grapes'  before  it  in  the  night-time  ;  and  feveral  ballads  were  writ 
both  in  French  and  Englifli.  One  of  them,  called  The  Merchant  a 
la  Mode,  containing  many  fevere  reflections,  not  only  againft  the 
ambaflador,  but  againft  the  Queen's  minifters,  ftrict  fearch  was 
made  after  the  publifhers  of  it,  one  of  whom  was  committed  to  New- 
gate."    This  is  the  ballad  alluded  to  by  the  hiftorian.] 

TTEND    and    prepare    for    a    cargo    from 
Dover, 
Wine,  filk,  turnips,  onions,  with  the  Peace 
are  come  over, 
Duke    D'Aumont   has    brought  —  to    make  room  for  a 

Rover; 

Which  nobody  can  deny,  deny, 
Which  nobody  can  deny. 
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A  fwaggering  crew  rode  on  horfeback  before  him, 
He  threw  out  his  cam,  that  the  mob  might  adore  him, 
So  Tag-rag  and  Bob-tail  made  up  the  decorum  ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

Our  great  men  they  bought  with  penfions  and  tattles, 
Our  Gen'ral  they  had  hir'd  to  fight  no  more  battles, 
And  the  Rabble  they  wheedle  with  (hillings  and  rattles  ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

The  Train  is  made  up  with  the  fcum  of  St.  Germain, 
Priefts,  porters,    and  fiddlers,  pimps,  laqueys,   and   chair- 
men, 
Who  are  all  the  Great  Whore  of  Babylon's  vermin  ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

His  houfe  is  a  chapel,  where  the  Jefuits  range ; 

'Tis  a  Court  for  our  Statefmen,  and  yet,  which  is  Arrange, 

'Tis  a  tavern,  a  warehoufe,  a  garden,  a  change ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

The  Queen  had  a  prefent,  we  know  very  well ; 
But  we  muft  to  market,  as  all  folks  can  tell, 
For  they  that  can  buy,  they  alfo  can  fell ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

Here  Barons  may  talk,  and  Squires  may  fuddle, 
The  Houfe  can  provide  both  tobacco  and  bottle ; 
They've  a  feat  for  each  gueft,  and  a  pipe  for  his  noddle  ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 
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But  thefe  parcels  of  wine  that  go  by  retail, 

Come  unluckily  over  to  hinder  the  fale 

Of  his  brother  D.  Hamilton's*  barrels  of  ale  ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

Here's  a  number  of  fuperfine  onions,  which  fhows 
That  the  merchant  who  fells  them  has  ground  to  fuppofe 
His  trade  lay  with  fome  that  are  led  by  the  nofe ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

Then  out  came  the  filks,  and  the  mufty  brocades, 
That  the  liv'ry  of  France  may  be  laid  on  the  maids, 
A  good  preparation  for  wild  Irifh  plaids  ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

What  a  jumble  of  founds  do  we  hear  altogether, 
From  trumpets  and  fiddles  to  the  clangs  of  a  cleaver, 
Confounded  with  the  groans  of  Spital-field  Weaver  j 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

To  raife  up  a  mafs-houfe  they're  making  great  hafte, 
But  when  all  this  raree-fhow  mufic  is  paft, 
Poor  England  muft  pay  the  piper  at  laft  j 

Which  nobody,  &c. 


*  Duke  of  Hamilton,  ambaffador  extraordinary  to  France. 


i7i3- 


ANNE.  139 


What  pity  'tis  now  that  Gregg*  was  truff'd  up  ; 
Had  he  liv'd  to  this  time,  there  was  reafon  to  hope, 
He  had  come  in  for  a  ribbon  inftead  of  a  rope ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

The    duke    that    he    wrote    to    would    have    given    him 

quarter, 
And  fo  would  the  earl  for  whom  he  was  martyr, 
But  he  got  the  halter,  and  Robin  the  garter  j 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

O  Lewis  !  at  laft,  thou  haft  play'd  the  beft  card, 
Lay  heroes  afide,  and  trickfters  reward, 
Thou  haft  got  by  d'Aumont  what  thou  loft  by  Tallard  ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

Remove  all  the  war  to  Verfailles  and  to  Marley, 
'Tis  fighting  more  furely,  tho'  fomewhat  unfairly, 
What  a  Churchill  has  won  is  reftored  by  a  Harley ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

May  the  great  hand  of  Juftice  now  brandifh  itfelf 
On  'em  all  in  a  lump,  from  that  double-tipp'd  elf  f 
To  the  fag-end  of  peerage,  the  laft  of  the  twelve  ! 

Which  nobody,  &c. 


*  Vide  note  p.  141. 

f  Alluding   to   the   double   title   of  Harley  —  viz.    Oxford   and 
Mortimer. 
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Hafte,  Hanover,  over,  and  refcue  our  laws 
From  a  rafcally  medley  of  cowards  and  fools, 
W  — ,  cuckolds,  and  pimps,  bawds,  bullies,  and  beaus  ; 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 
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THE  RAREE  SHOW. 

[This  ballad,  which  alfo  relates  to  the  memorable  Peace  of  Utrecht, 
(hows  up  "  more  particularly  the  chief  managers  of  it.] 

I  ft  PART. 


ERE  be  de  var  pretty  mow  juft  come  from 
Parie, 
Me   (how  you,  fhentlemens,  to  make   you 
merrye. 

O  raree  {how,  &c. 


Here  be  de  great  ipring  dat  dance  de  mafhien, 
On  which  the  lo'-dores  be  raoft  plainly  feen. 

O  raree  (how,  &c. 


Here  firft  me  prefent  you  with  a  difmal  difafter  ; 
De  farvant  be  hanged  for  faving  his  mafter.* 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 

*  Alluding  to  William  Gregg  (a  clerk  in  the  office  of  Secretary 
Hariey),  who  was  executed  at  Tyburn,  April  28,  1708,  for  com- 
municating to  the  French  Minifter,  Chamillard,  the  proceedings  of 
both  Houfes  of  Parliament  with  refpecl:  to  the  augmentation  of  the 
Britifh  forces,  &c.  It  was  generally  thought  that  his  dying  fpeech 
was  prepared  by  his  mafter,  the  Earl  of  Oxford. 
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Here  be  de  great  Marlbro',  who,  all  de  world  knows, 
Was  banifh'd  for  faucily  beating  his  foes. 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 

Here  be  de  great  Ormond,  made  general  in  feafon, 
Prohibited  righting  to  bring  France  to  reafon. 

O  raree  mow,  &c. 

Here  Britain,  with  facred  regard  to  alliance, 
Breaks  treaties  to  ftrengthen  de  bond  of  affiance. 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 

Here  be  de  var  vine  politicians  defpatched 
To  Paris,  to  treat  of  a  peace  da  dar  hatched. 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 

Here  be  de  congrafe  at  JJ 'trick,  var  nothing  is  brooded  j 
De  plenipoes  meet  to  do  vat  is  concluded. 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 

Here  be  anodar  more  pretty  tranfaclion, 
To  give  Lewis  all,  gives  allies  fatiffa<5tion. 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 

Here  be  de  politique  Harll-quin*,  mind  him  ; 
You  never  fhall  twice  in  the  fame  pofture  find  him. 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 


•   Harley  (Earl  of  Oxford),  who,  the   Duchefs  of  Marlborough 
alleges,  had  a  "  conftant  awkward  motion,  or  rather  agitation  of  his 
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Here  be  de  addreffors  to  de  trone  of  Great  Britain, 
Say,  Here-da-tory  right  will  make  Hanover  fit  on*, 

O  raree  mow,  &c. 

Here  be  good  Proteftante  dat  loves  no  prieft  jerkin, 
To  fave  his  religion  looks  to  Lewis  or  Perkin. 

O  raree  fhow,  he. 

Here  be  de  wife  politicians  dat  fed  it, 

Dat  finking  of  debts  was  reftoring  of  credit. 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 

Here,  to  preferve  de  confultation  of  Britain, 

A  whole  dozen  of  lords  was  made  at  one  fittin'.f 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 


head  and  body,1'  which  betrayed  "  a  turbulent  difhonefty  within, 
even  in  the  midft  of  all  thefe  familiar  airs,  jocular  bowing,  and 
fmiling,  which  he  always  affeited  to  cover  what  could  not  be  co- 
vered." 

*  Alluding  to  the  two  Houfes'  addrefs  of  thanks  to  the  Queen 
for  her  Majefty's  fpeech  on  the  opening  of  Parliament  in  1712,  in 
which  fhe  averred  that  "  the  Proteftant  fucceffion  in  the  Houfe  of 
Hanover  to  thefe  kingdoms  was  what  fhe  had  neareft  at  heart." 

f  The  miniftry  having  been  feveral  times  outvoted  in  the  Upper 
Houfe  prevailed  on  the  Queen  to  create  twelve  new  peers  (Dec.  30, 
171 1), —  an  addition  to  that  affembly  which  enabled  them  to  carry 
forward  their  projeft  of  peace.  The  memorable  Gazette,  by  which 
this  vigorous  exertion  of  prerogative  was  announced  to  the  public, 
concluded  with  the  following  fignificant  notice :  —  "  Her  Majefty 
has  removed  the  Duke  of  Marlborough  from  all  his  employments. " 
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Here  be  de  cabal  of  Whigs  dat  are  brought  on, 
A-hatching  of  plots  dat  no  foul  ever  thought  on. 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 

Here  be  fifty  pounds  vor  one  of  Paul's  fcrews*, 
Which,  had  da  been  all  gone,  had  ne'er  hurt  de  pews, 

O  raree  {how,  &c. 

Here  be  de  five  hundred  pounds  vor  de  taking  Macartney!; 
Dis  muft  be  anodar  plot,  de  rewards  bid  fo  hearty. 

.  O  raree  fhow,  &c. 

Here  be  de  band-box  and  ink-hornsj  :  fince  de  good  man 

furviv'd  it, 
Dis  not  vorth  one  brafs  vardin  to  know  who  contriv'd  it. 

O  raree  {how,  &c. 

Here  be  de  Due  D' Aumont's  whole  cellar  of  claret§, 
Burnt  by  de  plot  laid  as  high  as  de  garret. 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 


*  See  introductory  note  to  Plot  upon  Plot,  p.  120. 
-f-   General  Macartney,  who  had  been  Lord  Mohun's  fecond  in 
the   duel  with   the   Duke  of  Hamilton,  when  both  thofe  noblemen 

fell. 

\  See  introductory  note  to  Plot  upon  Plot,  p.  120. 

§  The  Duke  d'Aumont,  ambaflador  extraordinary  from  France, 
whofe  houfe  was  deftroyed,  it  was  thought,  by  an  incendiary,  Jan.  24, 
171 9.  The  duke  was  not  only  fufpected  of  furthering  the  defigns 
of  the  Pretender,  but  had  rendered  himfelf  extremely  obnoxious 
to  the  populace  by  permitting  his  retainers  to  fell  wines  and  othei 
foreign  commodities,  to  the  prejudice  of  the  London  tradefmen. 
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Here   be   de  vive  hundred   pounds  var  de  letter  dat  told 

it; 
Do  his  ftraw  garreteers  can  moft  likely  unfold  it. 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 

Here  be  de  Skelton,  do  no  more  dan  his  licenfe  intended, 
By  advertifements  and  fwearing  is  nobly  defended.* 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 

Here  be  alfo  de  good  folk  dat  on  no  plot  did  tink, 
Until  Skelton  and  Lewis  thus  ftirr'd  up  a  ftink. 

O  raree  mow,  &c. 

Now  give  a  laarjon,  and  when  we  have  got  'em, 
Me  mow  you  de  Shevaler  de  St.  George  at  de  bottom. 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 


*  The  fuppofed  Jacobite  plot  alluded  to  in  this  and  the  following 
ftanza  created  confiderable  fenfation  at  the  time,  and  is  thus  referred 
to  by  Swift,  in  his  Journal  to  Stella,  Jan.  27,  171 3  :  — "My  friend 
[Erafmus]  Lewis  [Secretary  to  the  Earl  of  Dartmouth]  has  had  a 
lie  fpread  on  him,  by  the  miftake  of  a  man  [Richard  Skelton,  Esq.], 
who  went  to  another  of  his  name,  to  give  him  thanks  for  pafTing  his 
privy  feal  to  come  from  France.  That  other  Lewis  [a  Jew]  fpread 
about  that  the  man  [Skelton]  brought  him  thanks  from  Lord  Pe'-th 
and  Lord  Melfort  (lords  now  with  the  Pretender)  for  his  great 
fervices.  The  lords  will  examine  that  other  Lewis  to-morrow  in 
council."  Swift  alfo  wrote  A  complete  Refutation  of  the  Falfekoods 
alleged  againfl  Erafmus  Lewis,  Esq.  Vide  his  works  by  Scott, 
vol.  iv. 

VOL.   II.  L 
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2nd   PART. 

INCE,  fhentlemens,  my  Raree  Show  hit  fo 

pat, 

Me  brought  you  anoder  more  pretty  dan 

dat. 

O  raree  mow,  &c. 

Here  be  de  great  fpring  dat  dance  de  mafhien 
Is  vorced  by  de  fpirit  enclofed  vidin. 

O  raree  mow,  &c. 

Here  firft  me  prefent  you  peace-makers  vor  hire, 
Who  make  de  place  fet  all  de  nafhon  on  vire. 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 

Here  Hermodactyl  *  looks  vid  vifage  uncoute, 
Acaufe  he  laughs  bot  on  von  fide  of  his  moute. 

O  raree  fhow,  he. 

Here  be  de  gold  goblet  fent  to  de  old  vox, 

Var  more  plagues  containing  dan  Pandora's  box. 

O  raree  mow,  &c. 


Harley,  Earl  of  Oxford. 
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Here  Codicil  *  fets  down  his  hand  vor  de  King, 
Ven  von  veek  afore  he  tought  on  no  fuch  ting. 

O  raree  mow,  &c. 

Here  he  vid  convulfions  does  matter  impart, 
And  fpeaks  vid  his  moute  vat  he  damns  vid  his  heart. 

O  raree  mow,  Sec. 

Here  Gambol  f  mows  a  var  ftrange  revormation, 
Vid  papers  at  door,  ven  he'd  bullied  de  nafhon. 

O  raree  mow,  &c. 

Here  Wildfire  %  and  he  all  deir  fury  retrench, 
Cool'd  more  dan  at  Greenwich  bevore  my  dear  vench. 

O  raree  mow,  &c. 

Here  Plenipo  Rummer  §,  who  dafh'd  vine  of  late, 
Is  arriv'd  at  de  art  of  darning  de  State. 

O  raree  mow,  &c. 

And  here,  having  run  round  de  ring,  Atty  Brogue  || 
Returns  to  his  primitive  efTence,  a  rogue. 

O  raree  mow,  &c. 


*  Lord-Keeper  Harcourt. 
f  Henry  St.  John,  Lord  Bolingbroke. 
X  Sir  William  Wyndham,  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer. 
§  Matthew  Prior,  the  poet,  who  arranged  the  preliminaries  of  the 
peace  of  Utrecht. 

||   Bifhop  Atterbury. 

L    2 
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Siere,  fays  de  monarch  to  de  fon  of  a  — , 

Since  you   can  no   more    help    me,  me'll  help    you    no 

more. 

O  raree  mow,  &c. 

Here  Perkin,  fince  no  von  his  title  efpoufes, 
Afcends  from  de  trone  to  de  tiling  of  homes.* 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 

Here  be  de  bifhop  vor  Bungey  f  contrives  a  new  fpeech, 
To  vard  off  vat  t'oder  prepar'd  vor  his  breech. 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 

Here  Bungey  does  Britain  vor  her  choice  commend  her, 
In  da  vary  fermon  made  vor  de  Pretender. 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 

Here  Tories  to  Vrance  gives  de  trade,  and  to  Spain, 
And  vill  grow  vary  rich  ven  dey  give't  back  again. 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 

And  here  dey  all  join  vid  von  heart  and  von  voice, 
Vor  vat,  had  it  mifT'd,  dey  vould  var  more  rejoice. 

O  raree  fhow,  &c. 


*  The  Tories  affected  to  believe  that  the  Pretender  was  the  child 
of  an  Irifh  bricklayer  or  tiler. 

f  Sacheverel ;  who,  when  at  the  height  of  his  popularity,  was 
flattered  with  the  profpect  of  a  bifhopric. 
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See  here  deir  old  vriend  de  diable  appears, 
And  bids  dem  to  bravely  difmifs  all  deir  fears. 

O  raree  (how,  &c. 

Bot  dat  de  poltrone  may  have  no  more  to  brag  on, 
Here  be  brave  Saint  George  a-flaying  de  dragon. 

O  raree  mow,  &c. 


£^ 


GEORGE     I. 


L4 


A  LAMENTATION  FOR  THE  LATE 
TIMES. 


[During  the  laft  four  years  of  Queen  Anne's  reign,  the  Tories, 
including  the  chief  members  of  her  cabinet,  had  been  fecretly  and 
actively  engaged,  with  her  privity,  if  not  with  her  fan&ion,  in  pre- 
paring the  way  for  the  ultimate  reftoration  of  the  exiled  Stuarts. 
The  queen's  fudden  death  (Aug.  i,  17 14)  put  a  ftop  to  their  ill— 
advifed  fcheme ;  and  George  I.  fucceeded  to  the  throne  in  the  fame 
quiet  and  undifputed  manner  as  if  it  had  defcended  to  him  by  here- 
ditary right.  No  fooner,  however,  had  the  Whigs,  who  had  always 
been  confident  fupporters  of  the  Hanoverian  fucceffion,  regained 
their  old  afcendancy  in  the  government  of  the  kingdom,  than  they 
proceeded  to  retaliate  upon  their  political  opponents,  by  impeaching 
the  miniftry  of  the  late  queen  for  having  precipitated  the  treaty  of 
Utrecht.  By  this  factious  proceeding,  the  Tories  were  driven,  in 
felf-defence,  to  overthrow,  if  poffible,  the  new  dynafty.  The  Duke 
of  Ormond  and  Lord  Bolingbroke  efcaped  to  France,  where  they 
openly  joined  the  Pretender  ;  the  reft,  including  Harley,  Earl  of 
Oxford  —  "the  Head,"  as  Walpole  defignated  him  —  remained  at 
home,  and  ventured  to  ftand  their  trials.  A  Lamentation  for  the 
late  Times  is  a  paean  of  the  now  triumphant  Whigs.] 

To  the  tune  of11  To  you  fair  Ladies  nonu  at  land." 


E  filly  Tories,  now  give  ear 
To  what  I  fhall  advance, 
Who  lately,  without  wit  or  fear, 
Your  meafures  took  from  France 
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But  who  might  now  have  happy  been 
(Were  ye  not  fools)  in  your  own  King. 

With  a  Fa,  la,  &c. 

The  like  was  never  feen  before, 

Since  the  firft  fall  of  man  ; 
That  Jemmy  was  not  haften'd  o'er, 

Before  the  fall  of  Ann  : 
Since  (he  was  thoroughly  inclin'd, 
And  fick  of  body,  fick  of  mind. 

With  a  Fa,  la,  &c. 

Your  fchemes,  I  own,  were  all  well  laid, 

Your  proper  meafures  took  ; 
And  all  that  could  be  done  or  faid, 

Was  done  by  hook  or  crook  : 
But,  tell  me,  with  what  confidence 
Could  you  depend  on  Providence  ? 

With  a  Fa,  la,  &c. 

No  doubt  you  muft  conclude  on  fight, 

And  think,  as  you  thought  then, 
That  God's  hereditary  right 

Can  never  fail  with  men  : 
But  he,  you  fee,  is  well  content, 
T'  explain  this  Right  by  Parliament.* 

With  a  Fa,  la,  &c. 

*  Alluding  to  the  Aft  of  Settlement  parted  in  the  reign  of  Wil- 
liam III.  (June  12,  1701.) 
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And  now  fuppofe  (as  you  have  done 

In  all  your  Acts  of  late) 
That  Providence  was  neuter  grown, 

And  left  us  the  a  tete ; 
Yet,  I'll  be  hang'd  if  Common  men 
E'er  did  or  will  do  thus  agen. 

With  a  Fa,  la,  &c. 

For  when  the  premifTes  were  laid, 

With  all  your  main  and  might, 
Yourfelves  expof 'd,  your  friends  betray'd, 

And  France  in  heart  and  plight  ; 
Then,  not  to  hurry  Perkin  in  — 
O  fie  !  the  like  was  never  feen  ! 

With  a  Fa,  la,  &c. 

And  yet  to  lay  this  deep-laid  fcheme, 

Four  kingdoms  fam'd  in  ftory, 
Employ'd  their  wifeft,  ableft  men, 

Both  Jacobite  and  Tory : 
Great  Britain,  France,  and  Ireland, 
And  Spain,  too,  all  join'd  hand  in  hand. 

With  a  Fa,  la,  &c. 

Nay  Robin  Harley  *,  he  was  there, 
Fam'd  both  for  wit  and  fenfe  ; 

*   Earl  of  Oxford,  who,  when  Ormond  and  Bolingbroke  fled,  was 
committed  to  the  Tower,  and  there  detained  for  two  years. 
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Endow'd  with  ev'ry  tricking  air, 

With  politics  and  pence  ; 
And  yet,  as  tho'f  it  were  not  he, 
The  plot  it  could  not,  would  not  gee — 

With  a  Fa,  la,  &c. 

No  ;  not  tho'  it  was  pufhed  on 

(And  without  any  thinking) 
In  heat  and  hurry  by  Saint  John, 

Warm'd  both  with  love  and  drinking  ; 
Tho'  thefe  were  for't,  I  fay,  'tis  clear, 
That  we  have  baulk'd  the  Chevalier.- 

With  a  Fa,  la,  &c. 

And  now  to  name  fome  men  of  God, 

And  many  men  of  fin, 
Who  all  engag'd  in  fchemes  moft  odd 

To  bring  this  youngfter  in, 
I  think  it  vain,  but  can't  but  laugh 
That  Ormond's  duke  mould  prove  an  oaff! 

With  a  Fa,  la,  &c. 

Then  God  preferve  our  brave  King  George, 

And  all  his  royal  race  ; 
And  may  all  thofe  who  dare  to  forge 

A  Papift  for  his  place  — 
O  may  all  men  who  have  fuch  views  — 
O  may  they  die  in  wooden  fhoes  ! 

With  a  Fa,  la,  &c. 
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THE  VAGABOND  TORIES. 

[This  is  one  of  innumerable  fongs  occafioned  by  the  flight  of  the 
Pretender's  Tory  adherents  to  join  him,  preparatory  to  his  meditated 
defcent  upon  the  Britifh  fhores.  See  introductory  note  to  the  pre- 
ceding ballad.] 

To  a  nvell-kno^jon  tune. 
HAT  a  racket  is  here 


D 


With  your  fugitive  Peers, 
Two  dukes  and  a  vifcount  *  that  led  'em  ; 
'Tis  plain  that  the  fages 
Are  gone  for  their  wages, 
That  he  who  employ'd  'em  may  feed  'em. 


But  if  I'm  not  miftaken, 

They'll  fcarce  fave  their  bacon, 
Old  Lewis  will  quickly  abhor  'em  ; 

'Tis  always  his  nature 

To  bilk  a  poor  traitor, 
When  he  finds  he  can  do  no  more  for  him. 


*  The  Duke  of  Ormond  and  Vifcount  Bolingbroke.  As  the 
ftanzas  were  penned  immediately  after  their  flight,  the  report  that 
two  dukes  were  gone  over  to  the  Pretender  was  probably  erroneous  ; 
unlefs  the  writer  meant  to  include  the  Duke  of  Berwick. 
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The  high-mettl'd  Harry  * 

Began  the  vagary, 
But  you'll  hear  he's  all  on  the  fret ; 

When  the  diamond  he  wore 

Is  pawn'd  to  a  wh — , 
Or  the  giver  has  feiz'd  it  for  debt. 

This  couple  and  half, 

Two  rakes  and  one  calf, 
Went  off  with  the  firft  fair  wind  : 

But  as  fure  as  a  gun, 

There  are  others  will  run, 
Tho'  at  prefent  they're  lagging  behind. 

One  Lord  keeps  a  rout ; 

With  his  guns  jutting  out, 
Another  lies  peeping  and  groping  ; 

A  third  fays  he'll  make 

"  The  Sceptre  to  make," 
But  they'll  all  fcour  away  from  a  chopping. 

The  knight  f  of  fuch  fire 
From  Somerfetfhire, 
Who  for  High-Church  is  always  fo  hearty, 

*  Henry  St.  John,  Lord  Bolingbroke. 

f  Sir  William  Wyndham,  member  for  Somerfetfhire,  and  a  Tory 
leader,  who,  amongft  others,  was  arrefted  on  fufpicion  of  intending 
to  join  the  Jacobites  on  the  Continent. 


,7i5.  GEORGE  I.  159 

Tho'  in  England  he  tarries, 
Is  equipping  for  Paris, 
To  prevent  any  fchifm  in  the  party. 

Frank  Scammony's  fate 

May  be  fomething  more  late, 
For  his  fwearing  and  lying  full  ftore  : 

But  mould  the  Church  Brawn 

Be  fecure  in  his  lawn, 
Yet  Bungey  *  muft  make  a  grand  tour. 

O  Oxford  f  !  thy  fame 

Shines  out  in  his  name, 
With  a  Chancellor  Ormond  profound  ; 

And  eke  in  Sir  William  J, 

That  leather-jaw'd  villain, 
Thou'rt  in  Blue-ftrings  and  Shoe-ftrings  renown'd. 

There's  no  one  denies 
They're  learned  and  wife, 
Since  the  choice  they  made  is  not  common  : 


*  Sacheverell. 

f  Upon  the  bill  of  attainder  being  parted  againft  Ormond,  the 
Chancellor  of  the  Univerfity,  the  latter  unanimously  appointed  his 
brother  the  Earl  of  Arran  to  fucceed  him,  although  it  was  well 
known  that  the  Prince  of  Wales  afpired  to  the  vacant  office. 

\  Wyndham. 
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Grave  members*  they've  fent 
To  the  Parliament, 
An  old  man,  and  eke  an  old  woman. 

They  furnifh'd  out  once 

A  bellowing  Dunce, 
Unlearned,  ungodly,  uncivil ; 

Who  in  college  and  fchool 

Was  always  a  fool, 
But  in  politics  raves  like  a  devil,  f 

The  impudent  PhippsJ 

Muft  come  in  for  snips, 
Who  at  Oxford  fo  lately  was  dubb'd  ; 

Tho'  inftead  of  degree, 

Such  a  bawler  as  he 
Deferv'd  to  be  heartily  drubb'd. 

Young  Perkin,  poor  elf, 
May  promife  himfelf 
Two  things  from  the  face  of  that  man  ; 


*  William  Bromley  and  Do£tor  Charles  Clarke,  the  reprefentatives 
of  the  Univerfity  in  171 5. 

-f-  Sacheverell. 

%  Sir  Conftantine  Phipps,  ex-Chancellor  of  Ireland,  who  for  his 
Jacobite  fympathies  had  been  removed  from  his  office  immediately 
upon  the  acceffion  of  George  I.  On  the  King's  coronation -day 
(20th  Oct.  1714),  the  Univerfity  of  Oxford  had  conferred  a  doctor's 
degre  *  in  a  markedly  factious  manner,  upon  him. 
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There's  brafs  within  reach 
To  furnifh  a  fpeech, 
And  the  lid  of  a  zuarming-pan* 

The  King  of  Spain  fent  to, 

About  th'  AfTento, 
Atty  Brogue  f  the  harden'd  and  brawny  ; 

Away  let  him  flee, 

Full  drive  to  South  Sea, 
That  the  Blacks  may  be  match'd  with  a  Tawny. 

A  certain  peace-maker  % 

Is  a  doughty  wife-acre, 
His  fpelling  and  talking  will  prove  it ; 

On  his  fide  a  great  ftar 

Does  glitter  moft  rare, 
But,  alas,  'tis  all  darknefs  above  it ! 

One  Tom,  Earl  of  Strafford§, 
Already  has  fuffer'd 
For  treafon,  we  know  very  well ; 


*  Alluding  to  the  utenfil  in  which  it  was  vulgarly  believed  that 
the  Chevalier  had  been  conveyed,  by  a  Romifh  prieft,  to  the  bed- 
chamber of  Queen  Mary  of  Modena,  on  the  morning  of  his  birth. 
The  "  warming-pan  "  figures  in  innumerable  ballads,  broadfides, 
and  caricatures  of  this  period. 

f  Dr.  Francis  Atterbury,  Biftiop  of  Rochefter,  who  was  as  re- 
markable for  his  diminutive  ftature  as  for  the  fwarthinefs  of  his  com- 
plexion. 

X  Robert  Harley,  Earl  of  Oxford,  who  effected  the  peace  of 
Utrecht. 

§  Alluding  to  the  fate  of  the  great  minifter  of  Charles  I. 
VOL.  II.  M 
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Tho'  of  him  it  is  faid, 

He  once  had  a  A^^/, 

But  this  is  no  more  than  zjhell. 

What  Ormond  with  fraud 

Long  ago  did  abroad, 
With  fear  he  does  over  again  ; 

'Tis  but  an  old  dance 

To  leave  England  for  France, 
He  play'd  the  fame  trick  at  Denain.* 

Tho'  his  name  is  fo  high, 

He  was  there  but  a  fpy 
To  Villars  ;  and  now  the  French  Bully, 

To  quit  off  old  fcores, 

Shall  find  him  with  wh — , 
And  ferve  as  a  pimp  to  his  cully. 

For  the  Peers  gone  away, 

For  the  parfons  that  ftay, 
They  tell  us  new  laws  are  preparing ; 

The  laymen  we  fainted 

Muff  now  be  attainted, 
And  their  clergy  kept  honeft  by  fwearing.f 

*  Alluding  to  the  defertion  of  the  Allies  by  the  Englifh  army, 
which  the  duke  commanded  (after  the  recall  of  Marlborough)  in 
1712. 

\  The  high-church  party  almoft  to  a  man  fympathifed  with  the 
Pretender,  confcientioufly  believing  that  the  Church  was  in  danger 
under  a  Whig  rule. 
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But  'tis  all  a  jeft 

To  hamper  a  prieft, 
For  abj  uring  they  care  not  a  fig  ; 

They'll  take  without  fail 

An  oath  like  a  whale, 
If  they  get  but  a  Living  as  big. 

Their  doubts  they  can  banifh, 

All  fcruples  will  vanifh, 
The  cloudieft  cafe  will  be  clear  ; 

An  oath  vile  and  woful 

Appears  very  lawful 
In  the  light  of  a  hundred  a-year. 

Grand  afTeverations, 

Severe  imprecations, 
Are  as  eafy  as  reading  their  pfalter  ; 

They  fwallow  all  up, 

Without  ere  a  gulp, 
There's  nought  chokes  a  pried  but  a  halter. 
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A  NEW  SONG. 

[The  fubjecl  of  this  ballad  was  John  Erfkine,  eleventh  Earl  of 
Mar,  who  headed  the  formidable  infurreclion  in  Scotland  againft  the 
new  government  (171 5).  His  political  tergiverfation  is  thus  fummed 
up  by  Mr.  Chambers,  in  his  hiftory  of  that  Rebellion.  "  He  had 
entered  into  public  life,  early  in  Queen  Anne's  reign,  as  a  partizan 
of  the  Court;  in  other  words,  a  Whig  or  Revolutionift.  After- 
wards, in  1704,  on  the  country  or  Jacobite  party  coming  into  power, 
he  wheeled  about,  and  impofed  himfelf  upon  his  late  opponents  as 
one  of  the  moft  zealous  of  their  friends.  Previous  to  the  union, 
when  the  Whig  party  again  became  triumphant,  he  turned  once 
more  ;  and  he  was  confpicuous  in  the  lift  of  commiffioners  for  carry- 
ing that  meafure  into  effect.  .  .  .  At  the  change  of  the  Whig 
for  the  Toiy  Miniftry  in  1 710,  he  had  the  addrefs  to  make  ftill 
another  change,  and  to  be  made  one  of  the  Secretaries  of  State.  He 
would  have  willingly  been  converted  back  to  Proteftant  fucceffion,  if 
King  George  could  have  only  affured  him  of  a  continuance  in 
office.  Finding  himfelf  rejected  in  that  quarter,  he  was  finally,  at 
leaft  for  the  prefent,  fettled  down  into  a  friend  of  the  exiled  Houfe 
of  Stuart."] 

To  the  tune  of"  Which  nobody  can  deny,  or  Rare  Doings  at  Bath." 

TTEND,    and    I'll    tell    you    a    ftory   that's 
new, 
'Tis  fomewhat  that's  ftrange,  but  yet  it  is 
true, 
To  change  a  black  hat  for  a  bonnet  that's  blue  ; 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 
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A  rogue  of  a  Scot  pretends  to  declare 
Againft  King  and  Country  a  traitorous  war  ; 
A  perjur'd  falfe  loon*,  and  his  name  it  is  Mar ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

This  crooked  difciple  pretends  he  will  bring 
A  Popifh  Pretender,  whom  he  calls  a  King, 
For  which  both  himfelf  and  his  Mafter  may  fwing  ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

By  oaths  he  has  fworn,  and  the  Sacrament  took, 
His  hand  and  his  lips  have  been  laid  to  the  book, 
And  then,  like  Judas,  his  Mafter  forfook  ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

But  firft,  like  true  heroes,  the  rebels  we'll  bang, 
We've  axes  and  halters  to  ferve  the  whole  gang, 
And  then,  too,  like  Judas  himfelf  he  may  hang ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

In  tumults  and  treafon  the  Jacobites  cry, 
The  King's  a  Fanatic,  I  tell  you  for  why, 
Becaufe  he  is  not  of  a  Church  they  call  High ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 


*  On  Aug.  1  ft,   171 5,  the  earl  appeared  at  the  levee  of  King 
George  ;  on  the  2nd  he  let  off  to  raife  the  Highlands  for  King 

James  ! 
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What  Church  'tis  they  mean,  'tis  plain  we  can  tell, 
A  Church  that  the  Jacobites  know  very  well, 
The  true  Church  of  Rome,  that  teach  knaves  to  rebel; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 


To  prove  this  afTertion,  ye  very  well  know 
Three  traitors  that  fwung  for 't,  and  not  long  ago, 
One  faid  he  was  High-Church,  but  would  not  be  low  ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 


But  when  at  old  Tyburn  he  came  to  the  rope, 
He  told  'em  his  Church  did  belong  to  the  Pope, 
But  ftill  would  be  High-Church  as  long  as  there's  hope ; 

Which  nobody,  Sec. 


A  true  Popifh  project  their  fcandal  to  mow 
On  a  Proteftant  Church,  with  their  high  and  their  low, 
But  hang  up  fuch   rogues,  or  the  Church    they'd  o'er- 
throw ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

For  fhepherds  and  wolves  to  be  in  our  caufe, 
Againft  our  Religion,  our  Country,  and  Laws, 
When  mull  the  poor  Church  thus  heal  up  her  flaws  ? 

Which  nobody,  &c. 
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When  Oxford,  that  eminent  ftrufture  of  ftudy, 
In  riots  and  treafons  their  heads  are  turn'd  giddy, 
The  ftreams  muft  be  foul  when  the  fountain  is  muddy  * ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

A  Proteftant  King  and  a  Proteftant  Prince, 

Three  Proteftant  kingdoms  invited  long  fince, 

But  now  like  old  trickfters  the  matter  they'd  mince ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

King  George  and  the  Prince,  about  let  it  pafs, 
The  Princefs  and  iflue,  with  all  the  whole  race — 
To  traitors  and  villains  confufion  of  face  ; 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

*  Alluding  to  the  difloyal  conduct  of  the  ftudents,  who,  when 
the  King's  officers,  in  the  fummer  of  171 5,  were  beating  up  for 
volunteers,  fell  upon  them  fo  fiercely  that  they  hardly  efcaped  with 
their  lives. 
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{-ORMOND  THE  BRAVE. 


[This  is  a  traditionary  ballad,  and  was  taken  down  by  Mr.  Roach 
Smith  in  1841,  from  the  mouth  of  an  itinerant  fifherman  in  the  Ifle 
of  Wight,  who  knew  no  more  about  it  than  that  it  had  been  fung 
by  his  father  and  grandfather  before  him.  I  have  transferred  it 
from  the  pages  of  England  under  the  Houfe  of  Hanover,  by  that- 
eminent  antiquary,  Mr.  Thomas  Wright,  who  juftly  efteems  it  one 
of  the  moft  curious  relics  of  Jacobite  literature  extant.  "  It  was, 
no  doubt,"  obferves  the  laft-mentioned  gentlemen,  "  one  of  thofe 
fung  about  the  country  on  the  eve  of  the  rebellion  of  171 5.  It  is 
evidently  much  corrupted,  as  here  given  from  the  mouth  of  the 
finger." 

The  perfonal  hiftory  of  the  Duke  of  Ormond,  after  his  ineffectual 
attempt  to  raife  a  rebellion  in  the  Weft  of  England,  prefents  no 
features  whatever  of  intereft.  For  feveral  years  he  continued  to 
intrigue  for  the  restoration  of  the  Stuarts,  and  died  at  laft  neglected 
and  almoft  forgotten,  in  his  retirement  at  Avignon,  Nov.  16,  1745.] 


AM  Ormond  the  Brave — did  you  ever  hear 
of  me  ? 
A    man    lately    banim'd    from    his    own 
country, 

I  fought  for  my  life,  and  I  pawn'd  my  eftate, 
For  being  fo  loyal  to  the  Queen  and  the  great. 

You  know   I  am    Ormond,  I   am  Ormond  the 

Brave ; 
You  call  me  Jemmy  Butler,  but  I  am   Ormond 
the  Brave  ! 
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— H — . 

Between    Ormond    and   Marlboro'    there    arofe    a   great 

difpute : 

Says  Ormond  to  Marlbro,  "  I  was  born  a  duke, 

And  you  but  a  foot-page  to  wait  upon  a  lady  ; 

You  may  thank  the  kind  fortune,   fince  the  wars   they 

have  made  ye." 

And  fing  hey,  &c. 

"  O,"  fays  Marlbro',  "  now  do  not  fay  fo ; 
For  if  you  do,  from  the  Court  you  mail  go." 
"  Oh,  then,"  fays  Ormond,  "  do  not  be  fo  cruel, 
But  draw  forth  your  fword,  and  I'll  end  it  with  a  duel." 
But  Marlbro'  went  away,  and  he  came  no  more  there  ; 
When  the  brave  Duke  of  Ormond  threw  his  fword  into 
the  air. 

And  fing  hey,  &c. 

"  Begone,  then,"  fays  Ormond,  "  you  cowardly  traitor  ! 
To  rob  my  foldiers  it  never  was  my  nature, 
As  you  have  done  before,  we  well  underftand, 
You   fill'd   up  your  coffers,  and  impoverim'd  your  own 
land." 

And  fing  hey,  &c. 

"  I  never  was  a  traitor,  as  you  have  been  faying : 

I  never  damn'd  Queen  Anne,  as  her  grave  fhe  lay  in  ; 

But  I  was   Queen  Anne's   darling,   and  Old   England's 

delight, 
And  for  the  crown  of  England  fo  boldly  I  did  fight." 

And  fing  hey,  &c. 
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BISHOP  BURNET'S  DESCENT  INTO  HELL. 

[For  the  fhare  Bifhop  Burnet  had  in  the  memorable  revolution  of 
1688,  he  was  not  only  purfued  to  the  laft  hour  of  his  life  with  in- 
veterate malignity  by  the  Jacobites  ;  but  his  memory  was  loaded 
with  every  epithet  of  reproach  by  his  almoft  equally  bitter  enemies, 
the  loyal  Tories.  The  bifhop  died  March  17,  171 5.  How  the 
Jacobites  treated  him  may  be  judged,  in  fome  meafure,  by  the  fol- 
lowing epitaph  they  compofed  upon  him  :  — 

Here  Sarum  lies, 

Of  late  as  wife 
As  learned  Tom  Aquinas  : 

Lawn  fleeves  he  wore, 

Yet  was  no  more 
A  Chriftian  than  Socinus. 

Oaths  pro  and  con 

He  fwallow'd  down, 
Lov'd  gold  like  any  layman  ; 

Wrote,  preach'd,  and  pray'd, 

But  yet  betray'd 
God's  holy  Church  to  Mammon. 

Of  every  vice 

He  had  a  fpice, 
Altho'  a  reverend  prelate  ; 

Yet  liv'd  and  died, 

If  not  belied, 
A  true  diffenting  zealot. 

If  fuch  a  foul 
To  heav'n  has  ftole, 
And  Ycap'd  old  Satan's  clutches  ; 
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We'd  then  prefume, 
There  may  be  room 
For  Marlbro'  and  his  Dutchefs. 

What  his  other  opponents  thought  of  him  may  be  gathered  from 
the  Defcent  into  Hell.  This  piece,  it  is  faid,  was  written  by  the 
bilhop's  youngeft  fon,  Sir  Thomas  Burnet  (who  died  one  of  the 
Juftices  of  the  Common  Pleas),  in  anticipation  of  the  Tory  fatirifts  ; 
which,  if  true,  confirms  (as  Scott  remarks)  his  early  character  for 
graceleflhefs  and  ingenuity.] 


HE  Devils  were  brawling 

At  Burnet's  defcending  ; 
But  at  his  arrival, 

They  left  off  contending 
Old  Lucifer  ran 

His  dear  bifhop  to  meet, 
And  thus  the  Arch-devil 
Th'  Apoftate  did  greet :  — 


u 


My  dear  Bifhop  Burnet, 

I'm  glad  beyond  meafure  ; 
This  vifit  unlook'd  for 

Gives  infinite  pleafure ; 
And,  O  !   my  dear  Sarum, 

How  go  things  above  ; 
Does  George  hate  the  Tories, 

And  Whigs  only  love  ?  " 


u 


Was  your  Highnefs  in 
Propria  perfona  to  reign, 
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You  could  not  more  juftly 

Your  Empire  maintain." 
"  And  how  does  Ben  Hoadley  ? ': 

"  Oh  !   he's  very  well, 
A  truer  blue  Whig 

You  have  not  in  hell." 

"  Hugh  Peters  is  making 

A  fneaker  *  within, 
For  Luther,  Buchanan, 

John  Knox,  and  Calvin  ; 
And  when  they  have  tofs'd  off 

A  brace  of  full  bowls, 
You'll  fwear  you  ne'er  met 

With  honefter  fouls. 

"  This  night  we'll  caroufe, 

In  fpite  of  all  pain  ;  — 
Go,  Cromwell,  you  dog, 

King  William  unchain ; 
And  tell  him  his  Gilly 

Is  lately  come  down  ; 
Who's  juft  left  his  mitre, 

As  he  left  his  crown. 

"  Whofe  lives,  till  they  died, 
In  our  fervice  were  fpent, 

*  A  fmall  bowl  of  punch. 
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They  only  come  hither, 

Who  never  repent ; 
Let  heralds  aloud,  then, 

Our  victories  tell, 
Let  George  reign  for  ever  !  ' 

Amen  !   cried  all  hell. 
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THE  PRETENDER'S  CHARGE  AGAINST 
THE  TORIES. 

[When  his  chief  partizans  in  England  were  difperfed,  or  in  cap- 
tivity 3  when  his  adherents  in  Scotland  were  overawed  by  the  fuperior 
forces  of  Argyle ;  and  when  a  reward  of  100,000/.  was  fet  upon 
his  head,  Prince  James  Edward  Frederick  Stuart,  the  Pretender, 
landed  with  half  a  dozen  attendants  almoft  unexpectedly  at  Peter- 
head, in  Aberdeenfhire,  on  December  22,  1715.  His  arrival  only 
added  to  the  confufion  and  defpair  in  the  ranks  of  his  followers. 
After  making  a  brief  tour  in  the  northern  parts  of  Scotland,  and 
exercifing  a  few  of  the  prerogatives  of  majefty,  he  departed  for 
France  as  fuddenly  as  he  came  (Feb.  4,  1716).  Such  pufillanimous 
conduct  difgufted  the  hardy  clans  in  the  Highlands.  The  Chevalier's 
prefence  in  the  ancient  kingdom  of  his  forefathers  is  nowhere  better 
defcribed  than  in  a  Rebel's  True  Account  of  the  Proceedings  at  Perth: 
"  I  muft  not  conceal  (fays  this  follower)  that,  when  we  faw  the  man 
whom  they  call  our  King,  we  found  ourfelves  not  at  all  animated 
by  his  prefence  ;  and  if  he  was  difappointed  in  us,  we  were  tenfold 
more  fo  in  him.  We  faw  nothing  in  him  that  looked  like  fpirit. 
He  never  appeared  with  cheerfulnefs  and  vigor  to  animate  us.  Our 
men  begun  to  defpife  him  ;  fome  afked  if  he  could  fpeak.  His 
countenance  looked  extremely  heavy.  He  cared  not  to  come  abroad 
amongft  us  foldiers,  or  to  fee  us  handle  our  arms  or  do  our  exercife. 
Some  faid  the  circumftances  he  found  us  in  dejected  him  ;  I  am  fure 
the  figure  he  made  dejected  us  ;  and  had  he  fent  us  but  5000  men 
of  good  troops,  and  never  himfelf  come  amongft  us,  we  had  done 
other  things  than  we  have  now." 

The  caufe  of  the  Pretender,  after  his  abortive  attempt  in  Scotland, 
became  fo  manifeftly  hopelefs,  that  the  Whig  fupporters  of  tht 
Hanoverian  rule  could  now  afford  to  banter  the  difcomfited  Jacobite 
Tories  in  lefs  ferocious  ballads  than  they  were  wont  to  indite  before 
the  iffue  of  the  dynaftic  conteft  was  known.] 
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ROM  diftant  lands  your  wand'ring  King 
With  mournful  voice  does  call ; 
Ye  Tories  hear  the  heavy  charge 
I  have  againft  you  all. 


The  non-refifting  doctrine  was 
The  mark  to  know  you  by, 

And  all  falfe  brethren  call'd,  who  dare 
This  article  deny. 

Full  thirty  years  this  was  the  cant 

To  royal  fovereignty ; 
Paflive  obedience  we  will  give, 

Like  Eflex  calves  we'll  be. 


The  fcaramouches  everywhere 
With  open  throats  bawl'd  out, 

Ye  loyal  fons  of  our  High-Church, 
This  is  the  truth,  no  doubt. 

Th'  Oxonian  doctors  farther  went, 

And  gravely  did  aver, 
A  damning  fin  it  was  to  fet 

Afide  a  popifh  Heir. 

Late  Jemmy,  who  my  father  was, 
If  I'm  his  fon  be  true, 


176  POLITICAL  BALLADS.  I7,e. 

Three  kingdoms  loft  by  trufting  to 
This  fwearing  perjur'd  crew. 

You  fwore  that  you  believ'd  that  I 

Came  from  the  royal  line ; 
So  you  my  fubje&s  were,  and  I 

Your  King  by  right  divine. 

You  boafted  that  the  Whigs  were  lefs 

In  number  ten  to  one  ; 
And  fo  with  eafe,  if  I'd  come  o'er, 

You'd  fet  me  on  the  throne. 

Your  words  I  took,  deceived  by 

Lefley*,  that  flattering  tool, 
But  found  you  prov'd  the  greateft  knaves, 

And  I  the  greateft  fool. 

One  King  you  fwore  to,  yet  him  hate, 

And  for  another  long, 
Let  which  of  us  be  in  the  right, 

You  muft  be  in  the  wrong. 

You're  falfe  to  him,  to  whom  you  fwore, 

And  are  to  me  not  true  ; 
The  worft  of  men  that  ever  liv'd, 

Are  faints  compar'd  with  you  ! 

*  The  well-known  author  of  the  Rehearfals. 
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If  curfing  oaths  and  lies,  like  fwords 
And  guns,  the  Whigs  would  kill, 

Your  Jemmy  foon  might  come  again 
The  Britifh  throne  to  fill. 

But  fighting  Whigs  my  rival  guard, 

The  thundering  din  of  war 
Fills  Tory  hearts  and  mine  with  fear — 

This,  this  our  caufe  does  Mar. 

Pray  beg  my  rival  generoufly 

To  give  me  up  his  throne ; 
For  by  your  fighting  I've  no  hopes 

It  e'er  will  be  my  own. 

But  if,  like  fools,  you'll  try  once  more 

The  Whigs'  fuperior  power, 
Your  King  turns  prophet,  and  foretells 

You'll  rife  to  fall  down  lower. 

This  is  the  dreadful  curfe  I  wifh 

On  all  the  Tory  race ; 
'Twould  eafe  my  raging  heart  to  hear 

It  fpeedily  took  place. 

May  ye  again  rebel,  and  may 

This  doom  upon  ye  fall ; 
Be  routed,  thoufands  flain,  the  reft 

Taken  and  hanged  all  ! 
VOL.  II.  N 
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I  by  my  royal  word  now  fwear, 
Since  I  mult  poor  remain, 

By  you  falfe  cowards  once  betray'd, 
I'll  ne'er  truft  you  again. 

This  is  your  charge,  none  can  deny 't, 
'Tis  truth  which  I  here  tell  — 

Ye  traitorous  Tories  now  farewell, 
Eternally  farewell ! 


^w; 


^-n 


Tr 


THE  TORIES'  ANSWER. 


REAT  Sir  !  we  Tories  were  amazed, 
Your  heavy  charge  to  hear ; 
Who  are  the  cowards,  you  or  we, 
Thefe  lines  will  make  appear. 


We  own'd  you  for  King  James's  fon, 
And  pray'd  you  to  come  over  ; 

Tell  us  what  mighty  things  you've  done 
Your  kingdoms  to  recover  ? 
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When  you  embark'd,  the  roaring  waves 
Fill'd  your  faint  heart  with  fear, 

Your  courage — if  you  any  had  — 
Was  left  behind  you  there. 

When  you  into  the  harbour  got, 

And  fafely  was  unfhipt, 
You  trembled  like  a  naughty  child 

Jufr.  going  to  be  whipt. 

Ah  !  did  the  piercing  northern  cold 

The  making  ague  bring  ? 
O  no,  it  was  a  timorous  heart 

That  lodg'd  within  our  King. 

You  came  and  view'd  your  highland  clans, 

And  rode  from  front  to  rear ; 
You  lik'd  not  them,  nor  they  lik'd  you, 

Your  looks  betray'd  your  fear. 

Argyle  drew  nigh,  with  furious  fpeed, 

The  fate  of  war  to  try  ; 
Three  kingdoms  could  not  make  you  ftay, 

But  you  as  fail  did  fly. 

I  mail  be  caught  or  kill'd  (you  cried) 

When  murd'ring  bullets  fly ; 
Or  thund'ring  noife  will  make  me  deaf, 

Or  fmoke  inflame  my  eye. 
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Your  valiant  clans  then  wifely  thought, 

Since  you  were  fled  and  gone, 
They  would  not  be  fuch  fools  to  fight ; 

And  thus  you  were  undone. 

But  they  with  fwords  and  targets  arm'd 

Could  make  your  foes  to  bleed, 
And  drive  them  back  (had  you  but  ftaid) 

Into  the  River  Tweed. 

Had  you  but  boldly  marcht  to  us, 

In  Britain's  fouthern  parts, 
Great  numbers  would  have  joined  you, 

With  courage  in  their  hearts. 

Your  name  in  hiftories  will  be 

Reverfe  to  Casfar's  fame  ; 
You  came  and  faw — then  ran  away 

Much  fafter  than  you  came  ! 

Turn  prieft  ;  the  ladies  then  will  come 

To  you  to  be  confeft ; 
Sing  Ave  Marias^  and  fay  Mafs,  — 

That  fuits  your  temper  beft. 

Were  ever  faithful  fubje&s  ferv'd 

So  bafe  as  we  have  been  ; 
Slighted  and  left,  and  bullied  too, 

By  one  we  call'd  our  King  ? 
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All,  but  we  Tories,  are  afham'd 

To  own  thee  for  a  King  — 
Thou  crying,  flying  runagate, 

Thou  down-lookt  puny  thing  ! 

Pray  crofs  the  feas  no  more  to  us, 

We  ne'er  will  come  to  thee; 
Thy  weeping,  difmal,  laft  farewell 

Eternal  then  will  be. 
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THE     PRETENDER'S     FLIGHT,     AND 
SORROWFUL  LAMENTATION 
FOR  HIS  LATE  DISAP- 
POINTMENT IN 
SCOTLAND. 

[Previoufly  to  the  breaking  out  of  the  Scottiih  rebellion  in  1715, 
many  of  the  Londoners  exhibited  their  loyalty  to  the  Houfe  of  Hanovei 
by  arming  and  conftituting  themfelves  the  guardians  of  the  public 
peace  within  the  limits  of  their  own  city,  and  by  meeting  and  ca- 
roufing  periodically  at  certain  taverns,  or  mug-houfes,  as  they  were 
called  from  the  vefTel  in  which  the  liquor  was  fold.  Thefe  loyal 
focieties  ultimately  became  the  greateft  pells  of  the  town  ;  for  at 
their  convivial  gatherings  the  members  of  them,  in  drinking  confu- 
fion  to  the  Pretender  and  his  Tory  adherents,  ufually  confounded 
themfelves,  and  whilft  in  that  ftate  fallied  forth  and  attacked  indif- 
criminately  all  whom  they  met  in  the  ftreets.  The  turbulence  and 
bloodfhed  that  followed  at  length  compelled  the  government  to  in- 
terpofe  and  fupprefs  them.  The  following  is  an  average  fpecimen 
of  the  once  popular  "  mug-houfe  fongs."  Both  in  point  of  wit  and 
expreflion  they  are  very  inferior  to  the  Jacobite  relics  of  the  fame 
period.] 

Let  "Tories  in  this  Ballad  view 
What  filly  Whigs  believe  not  true, 
Per  kin  is  furely  Jameses  fon, 
He  does  fo  naturally  run : 
So  foolifli  is  he,  and  mild-hearted, 
I  do  fincerely  avifi  him  carted ; 
And,  if  his  Jlars  do  not  mijlake, 
He  muft  in  time  the  halter  take. 
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To  the  tune  of11  What  d'ye  call  it." 


I. 


~~WAS  when  the  Seas  were  roaring 
With  blafts  of  northern  wind, 
Young  Perkin  lay  deploring, 
On  warming-pan  reclin'd  ; 


3&£]r? 


Wide  o'er  the  roaring  billows 
He  caft  a  difmal  look, 

And  fhiver'd  like  the  willows 
That  tremble  o'er  the  brook. 


11. 

"  Three  weeks  are  gone  and  over, 

And  five  long  tedious  days, 
Since  I,  unhappy  rover, 

Did  venture  o'er  the  feas. 
Ceafe,  ceafe,  thou  cruel  Ocean, 

And  let  young  Perkin  reft  ; 
Ah  !  what's  thy  troubled  motion 

To  that  within  his  breaft  ? 


in. 


"  Mar,  robb'd  of  place  and  penfion, 
Rebels  through  Fortune's  frown  ; 
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His  lofs  deferves  no  mention 

To  the  lofing  of  my  Crown  : 
Would  he  regain  his  penfion, 

He  need  but  crofs  the  main  j 
But,  ah  me  !  no  invention 

My  Crown  can  e'er  regain. 


IV. 

"  Why  was  it  faid  the  Tories 

For  me  did  try  amain  ? 
Why  then  are  all  the  roaries, 

Why  are  they  all  in  vain  ? 
No  eyes  their  ufe  difcover, 

They  mobb'd  on  bonfire-night 
To  tempt  me  to  come  over, 

Then  leave  me  in  a  fright !  " 


v. 

All  melancholy  lying, 

Thus  wail'd  he  for  his  Crown, 
Continually  fighing, 

The  tears  his  cheeks  run  down  : 
Then  mounting  High-Church  fteeple 

Argyle's  approach  he  fpied, 
And  leaving  High-land  people, 

He  fled  to  the  fea-fide. 
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VI. 


Where  finding  of  fome  {hipping 

Which  lately  came  from  France, 
The  firft  he  met  he  flipt  in, 

For  fear  of  Highland  clans  ; 
Leaving  behind  young  Tinmouth, 

And  divers  friends  befide, 
Cry'd  "  Devil  take  the  hindmoft  !  " 

And  fo  th'  Impoftor  died. 
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THE  CHRISTENING: 

AN    EXCELLENT    NEW    BALLAD. 

[The  marked  preference  fhown  by  the  Eleclrefs  Sophia  of  Hanover 
for  her  grandfon,  Prince  George  Auguftus,  whom  alone  fhe  con- 
fulted  in  all  matters  relating  to  the  Englifh  fucceflion,  naturally 
produced  in  the  mind  of  his  father,  George  I.,  a  ftrong  feeling  of 
jealoufy  5  which,  fhortly  after  his  arrival  in  this  country,  unhappily 
ripened  into  an  ablblute  diflike  of  him.  The  firft  public  difplay  of 
this  ill  difpofition  was  exhibited  at  the  chriftening  of  the  Prince's 
firft-born  fon  in  England,  when  the  King,  without  having  given 
any  previous  intimation  of  his  intention,  thought  proper  to  fubftitute 
the  Duke  of  Newcaftle  (who  was  particularly  obnoxious  to  the 
Prince)  for  his  royal  brother,  the  Duke  of  York,  as  one  of  the 
fponfors  on  that  occafion.  The  Prince  of  Wales  reftrained  his  in- 
dignation till  the  conclufion  of  the  ceremony,  and  then,  raifing  his 
hand  menacingly  to  the  Duke,  vowed  vengeance,  and  heaped  the 
coarfeft  epithets  upon  him.  For  this  ebullition  of  temper  the  King 
not  only  demanded  an  apology  from  his  fon,  but  fought  at  the  fame 
time  to  reduce  him  to  a  ftate  of  the  moft  abject  dependence.  Failing, 
however,  to  obtain  his  entire  fubmiflion,  his  Majefty  fummarily 
ejected  both  the  Prince  and  his  houfehold  from  the  palace  of  St. 
James1.  This  untoward  affair  was  equally  aftoniihing  to  the  public 
and  perplexing  to  the  government.  The  adherents  of  the  Pretender, 
as  this  ballad  mows,  took  immediate  advantage  of  it.] 

To  the  tune  of  "  Chevy  Chace." 

OD  profper  long  our  noble  King, 
His  Turks  and  Germans  all ; 
A  woful  Chrifl'ning  late  there  did 
In  James'  Houfe  befall. 
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To  name  a  child,  with  might  and  main, 

Newcaftle  took  his  way  ; 
We  all  may  rue  the  child  was  born, 

Who  chriftened  was  that  day. 

His  fturdy  fire,  the  Prince  of  Wales, 

A  vow  to  God  did  make, 
That  if  he  dared  his  child  to  name 

His  heart  full  fure  mould  ake. 

But  on  a  day,  ftraight  to  the  Court, 

This  duke  came  with  a  ftaff  — 
Oh  !   how  the  Prince  did  (lamp  and  ftare ! 

At  which  this  duke  did  laugh. 

Hereat  the  Prince  did  wax  full  wroth, 

E'en  in  his  Father's  hall : 
"  I'll  be  reveng'd  on  thee,  (he  cry'd) 

Thou  rogue  and  eke  rafcal !  " 

The  duke  ran  ftraightway  to  the  King, 

Complaining  of  his  fon  ; 
And  then  the  King  fent  three  dukes  *  more 

To  know  what  he  had  done. 

*  The  King,  fuppofing  that  his  fon  had  challenged  Newcaftle  to 
fight,  fent  the  Dukes  of  Roxburg,  Kent,  and  Kingfton,  to  know 
the  exa6l  words  ufed  by  him,  which  the  Prince  faid  were  not  "  You 
rafcal,  I  will  fight  you  !  "  but  "  You  rafcal,  I  will  find  you  ! "  mean- 
ing that  he  would  at  fome  future  time  retaliate  upon  him. 
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"  Then,"  quoth  the  Prince,  "  he  is  a  rogue 

Againft  my  will  to  ftand  ;  " 
Then  Roxbro'  faid,  "  Great  Sir,  indeed, 

He  did  it  by  command." 

"  By  G —  !  thou  lieft,  I  know  thy  heart, 

And  thy  prefumption,  too  ;  " 
And  then  he  added  words  of  wrath, 

So  to  the  King  they  flew. 

"  We  faw  the  Prince,"  quoth  Roxbro'  —  «  Bon." 

"  T'appeafe  him  we're  not  able  ; 
He  gave  me,  Sire,  the  lie," — "  Comment?" 

"  And  bid  us  kifs  "— "  Diable  !  " 

The  King  then  took  his  gray-goofe  quill, 

And  dipt  it  o'er  in  gall, 
And,  by  Mafter  Vice-Chamberlain, 

He  fent  to  him  this  fcrawl  :  — 

"  Take  hence  yourfelf,  and  eke  your  fpoufe, 

Your  maidens  and  your  men  ; 
Your  trunks  and  all  your  trumpery,  — 

Except  your  chil-de-ren." 

Thefe  heavy  tidings  being  told, 

Each  fnatcht  up  what  was  ufeful  ; 
The  Princefs  firft  to  Clayton  cried, 

"  Oh  !  don't  forget  the  clofe-ftool." 
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The  Prince  fecured  with  mickle  hafte 

The  Artillery  Commiffion  *  ; 
And  with  him  trudged  full  many  a  maid, 

But  not  one  politician. 

Up  leapt  Lepel  f  and  friik'd  away, 

As  though  fhe  ran  on  wheels  ; 
Mifs  Meadows  %  made  a  woful  face, 

Mifs  Howe§  took  to  her  heels. 

But  Bellenden  ||,  I  needs  muft  praife, 
Who,  as  down  flairs  fhe  jumps, 

*  The  Prince,  as  Regent,  during  his  father's  abfence  in  Hanover 
in  the  preceding  year,  had  made  himfelf  extremely  popular  with  the 
army,  which  was  thought  to  have  confirmed  his  father's  jealoufy 
of  him. 

•f-  Mary  Lepel,  the  accomplifhed  and  vivacious  daughter  of 
General  Lepel,  and  one  of  the  maids  of  honour  to  the  Princefs,  of 
whom  Lord  Chefterfield  has  written  :  — 

"  Should  the  Pope  himfelf  ever  go  roaming, 
He  would  follow  dear  Molly  Lepel." 

J  Mifs  Meadows,  another  of  the  Princefs'  maids  of  honour, 
"  whom  (fays  Dr.  Doran)  the  fine  gentlemen  called  a  '  prude,'  light 
poets  fneered  at  as  '  chafte,'  and  whofe  felf-refpecl  afforded  as  much 
amufement  to  the  licentious  courtiers  as  the  ftartling  wit  of  Lepel  or 
Bellenden." 

§  Sophia  Howe,  another  of  the  Princefs'  attendants ;  fhe  was 
daughter  of  General  Howe,  and  equally  diftinguifhed  for  her  beauty 
and  frivolity. 

||  Mary,  daughter  of  Lord  Bellenden  ;  fhe  rejected  the  addreffes 
of  the  Prince  and  efpoufed,  in  1720,  Colonel  John  Campbell  (after- 
wards Duke  of  Argyle),  then  groom  of  the  bedchamber  to  his 
Royal  Highnefs. 
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Sang  "  O'er  the  hills  and  far  away" 
Defpifing  doleful  dumps. 

Then  up  the  ftreet  they  took  their  way, 
And  knockt  up  good  Lord  Grant-ham  * 

Higgledy-piggledy  they  lay, 
And  all  went  rantam  fcantam. 

Now  Sire  and  Son  had  play'd  their  part, 

What  could  befall  befide  ? 
Why  the  poor  babe  took  this  to  heart, 

Kickt  up  its  heels  and  died.f 

God  grant  the  land  may  profit  reap 

From  all  this  filly  pother, 
And  fend  thefe  fools  may  ne'er  agree, 

Till  they  are  at  Hanover. 


*  Earl  Grantham  was  chamberlain  to  the  Princefs  of  Wales,  and 
when  (he  and  the  Prince  were  ejected  from  St.  James',  they  found  a 
temporary  refuge  in  his  lordfhip's  private  refidence  in  Albemarle 
Street,  whilft  Leicefter  Houfe  was  preparing  for  their  reception. 

-f-  The  Prince  (George  William)  was  born  on  the  2nd  Nov. 
1 71 7,  and  died  on  the  6th  of  Feb.  1718.  The  Duke  of  Newcaftle, 
being  Lord  Chamberlain,  had  the  unenviable  duty  of  fuperintending 
the  funeral ;  fo  that  the  court  wits  faid  of  him,  that  he  had  not 
only  introduced  the  infant  prince  into  the  bofom,  but  alfo  into  the 
bowels,  of  the  church  ! 
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THE  SEVEN  WISE  MEN  OF  ENGLAND. 

[The  precipitate  removal  of  Lord  Townfend  from  the  government 
(the  remit  of  Sunderland's  and  Stanhope's  intrigues  on  the  Conti- 
nent, whilft  the  King  was  vifiting  his  Hanoverian  dominions)  was 
lhortly  afterwards  followed  by  the  voluntary  retirement  of  the  dif- 
graced  minifter's  principal  colleagues  and  friends,  who  thenceforward 
conftituted  an  Oppofition  much  more  formidable  to  the  new  miniftry 
than  the  united  factions  of  Tories  and  Jacobites.  The  excufes  alleged 
for  the   fummary  treatment   of  Townfend  were,   that  he  and  fome 
others  in  the  Cabinet  were  caballing  with  the  Duke  of  Argyle  and 
the   Earl  of  Iflay  ;  that  their  repeated   remonftrances  to  draw  his 
Majefty  from   Hanover  were  only  fo  many  feints  to  cover  their  own 
infidious  defigns  ;  that  their  great  defire  was  to  detain  him  abroad, 
and  by  urging  the  neceffity  of  tranfa£ting  the  public  bufinefs,  to  in- 
duce him  to  inveft   the  Prince  of  Wales  with   fuller  powers,  and 
enable  him  to  open  the  parliament,  and  to  obtain  an  increafed,  per- 
manent, and  independent  intereft.     Several  of  the  parties  fatirifed  in 
this  ballad  were  known  to  be  perfonal  friends  of  the  Prince ;  but  it 
may  be  doubted  whether  they  approached  him  in  a  body,  as  here  in- 
dicated.    The  ballad  is  curious,  as  exhibiting  the  unhappy  ftate  of 
feeling  that  exifted  between  King  George  and  his  heir.] 

To  the  tune  of  "  To  all  you  ladies,''''  &c. 

I. 

EVEN  Planets  they  do  grace  the  fkies, 
Seven  Bifhops  grac'd  the  Tow'r  ; 
In  Greece  were  only  Seven  Wife  Men, 
In  England  are  no  more  : 
The  Eighth,  to  make  the  number  even, 
Is  he  that's  govern'd  by  the  Seven. 

With  a  fa  la,  &c. 
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ii. 

Now  fhall  I  tell  each  title  o'er, 

Each  different  degree  ; 
The  Peers  they  are  in  number  four, 

The  Commoners  but  three  ; 
Which  peerlefs  three  they  don't  see  why 
They  mayn't  be  peers  before  they  die. 


in. 

There's  Oxford  (Sunderland's  faft  friend), 
There's  Townfend  fam'd  for  fpeeches, 

Earl  Cowper  never  known  to  bend 
While  he  did  wear  the  breeches  ; 

But  I  mould  name  his  Grace  of  Devon, 

Almoft  the  talleft  of  the  Seven. 


IV. 

The  Walpoles  twain  *  but  one  I  count, 

For  fay  whate'er  they  can, 
Although  two  wags,  they  do  amount 

But  juft  to  one  Wife  Man  : 
The  next  are  Edgecumbef,  fhort  and  comely, 
And  the  son  of  Mufter-mafter  Gumley. 


*  Sir  Robert  and  his  brother  Horace. 

f  Richard  Edgecumbe,  the  political  agent  of  Walpole. 
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v. 
To  Richmond  *  thefe  Seven  Wife  Men  went, 

Gall  Walpole's  barge  it  bore  'em, 
Our  Hope  his  courfe  to  meet  them  bent, 

Six  footmen  march'd  before  him  : 
In  his  embroider'd  coat  they  found  him, 
With  all  his  ftrutting  dwarfs  around  him.f 

VI. 

"  Welcome,  my  lords  and  gentlemen, 

I'm  glad  to  fee  your  faces  ; 
Firft  kifs  my  Royal  hand,  and  then 

Walk  in  and  take  your  places  : 
Set  me  my  chair,  on  either  hand 

I  give  you  Wife  Men  leave  to  ftand." 

VII. 

The  Lord  of  Chatfworth  %■>  that  grave  peer, 

Attempted  firft  to  fpeak, 
For  wit  renown'd  thro'  Derbyfhire, 

The  wonder  of  the  Peak  ; 
Whofe  wifdom,  o'er  his  vifage  fpread, 

Lies  on  the  outfide  of  his  head. 


*  The  Prince  of  Wales,   after  the  quarrel  with  his  father,  kept 
his  court  alternately  at  Richmond  and  Leicefter  Houfe  in  London. 

■f-  The    Prince    was    remarkable    for   the   diminutivenefs    of  his 
perfon. 

X  William  Cavendifh,  fourth  Duke  of  Devonlhire. 
VOL.   II.  O 
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VIII. 

His  words  were  few,  his  bows  were  low, 

He  lik'd  this  meeting  well, 
But  why  they  did  come  here,  or  how, 

The  Wife  Man  could  not  tell : 
"  Let  Townfend  fay  the  reafon  why, 
He  knows  my  mind  much  more  than  I." 

IX. 

"  Full  thirteen  fools  (quoth  Townfend  then) 

They  are  who  rule  this  Realm, 
The  which  mail  fall  by  us  Wife  Men, 

That  you  may  fteer  the  helm ; 
My  brothers  both,  your  caufe  to  aid, 

ave  brought  their  faces,  I  my  head." 

x. 
"  Hold  !   hold  !  "  all  foaming  out  with  rage 

Wife  Oxford  then  did  cry, 
"  I  t'  impeach  them  will  engage, 

Though  heart  nor  head  have  I  — 
For  fuch  poor  fools,  I've  fomething  better ; 
Impeach,  and  I'll  produce  the  Letter."  * 

XI. 

To  this  Earl  Cowper's  fmiling  face 
Seem'd  pretty  well  inclined  ; 

*  Alluding  to  the  letter  which  the  earl  addrefled  to  the  Court  of 
St.  Germains  during  his  incarceration  in  the  Tower,  and  in  which 
he  made  a  tender  of  his  fervices  to  the  exiled  family. 
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But  fince  he  wifely  dropt  the  mace, 

He  don't  well  know  his  mind  : 
"  Sir,  (quoth  the  Prince,)  we  fear  fome  ftrifes, 
Let's  go,  my  lords,  and  afk  our  wives." 

XII. 

Quoth  Robin  next,  in  mighty  glee, 

Of  whom  it  is  much  doubt, 
Whether  more  wife,  or  how„  e'er  't  be, 

Doth  now  at  laft  mine  out  — 
"  To  lay  thefe  thirteen  fools  quite  flat, 
We  muft  do  fomething  wife  —  but  what  ? 

XIII. 

"  We'll  fay  the  King's  in  pofTeflion  ; 

Ergo,  'twill  plainly  seem, 
They're  enemies  to  the  succeflion, 

Who're  juft  and  true  to  him  : 
And  therefore,  Sir,  we  Seven  Wife  Men, 
Do  pray  for  you  know  ivhat —  Amen  !" 

XIV. 

To  purpofe  Horace  *  faid  not  much, 

But  made  a  heavy  fplutter 
Of  treaties  when  he  beat  the  Dutch 

In  the  famed  point  of  butter  ; 

*  Horace  Walpole,  during  Townfend's  tenure  of  office,  had  been 
the  Britifh  minifter  at  the  Hague. 

0  z 
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With  noify  tales  and  bawdy  fham, 
And  jokes,  he  fettled  Rotterdam. 


xv. 

When  Edgecumbe  fpoke,  the  Prince  in  fport 

Laugh'd  at  the  merry  elf, 
Rejoic'd  to  fee  within  his  Court 

One  fhorter  than  himfelf : 
"  I'm  glad  (cries  out  the  quibbling  fquire) 
My  lownefs  makes  your  Highnefs  higher. 

XVI. 

"  Somebody's  fon  of  rueful  hue 

Did  his  wife  head  advance  ; 
Next  feffion  I'll  be  true  to  you, 

Unlefs  I  fneak  to  France ; 
Meanwhile  I'll  make  your  maidens  merry, 
With  bargains,  puns,  and  Hey  down  derry  !  " 

XVII. 

Thus  wifely  fpoke  thefe  Seven  Wife  Men, 

And  thus  the  Eighth  replied  : 
"  O !  what  reward,  good  Friends,  and  when 

Shall  I  for  you  provide  ?  — 
And  yet  I  muft,  to  fave  expenfes, 

E'en  ftarve  you,  as  I  ftarve  my  wenches. 
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XVIII. 

"  Though  you  fhould  fail  to  gain  the  prize, 

Miftaken  in  your  rules, 
Ye  Wife  Men,  hear  what  I  advife, 

Go  fright  thefe  thirteen  fools  ; 
For  next  to  hearing  of  a  drum  beat, 
I  mould  delight  in  fuch  a  combat. 

XIX. 

"  But  twice  ten  long  years  hence  and  more, 

When  'tis  my  turn  to  reign, 
If  you  don't  die  or  doat  before, 

And  I  thefe  thoughts  retain, 
You  that  have  loft  your  places  —  then, 
Perhaps,  may  have  them  all  again  ! " 
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A  SOUTH  SEA  BALLAD; 

OR, 
MERRY    REMARKS    UPON    EXCHANGE    ALLEY    BUBBLES. 

[The  fpeculative  or  "bubble"  mania  that  prevailed  in  the  year 
1720,  and  refulted  in  the  aggrandifement  of  a  few  unprincipled  in- 
dividuals at  the  expenfe  of  thoufands  of  families,  many  of  whom 
were  reduced  to  irretrievable  beggary,  offered  an  unufual,  tempting, 
and  fertile  field  to  the  wits  and  fatirifls  of  that  day.  Their  fongs, 
fquibs,  and  pamphlets,  whilfl,  no  doubt,  they  added  not  a  little  to 
the  mental  anguifh  of  the  fufferers,  by  mercileffly  expofing  the 
general  infatuation,  neverthelefs  ferved  to  bring  flock-jobbing  and 
gambling  into  difcredit.  No  fcheme,  however,  during  "  the  mania" 
was  too  extravagant  for  reception.  Projectors  innumerable  pandered 
to  the  public  credulity;  public  credulity  quickened  the  inventive 
genius  of  projeclors.  When  the  South  Sea  Company  were  voting 
dividends  of  50  per  cent,  and  100/.  of  their  flock  were  felling  for 
1 100/.,  a  thoufand  kindred  bubbles  were  blown  into  exiflence ;  fuch, 
for  inflance,  as  the  Periwig  Company,  the  Spanifh  Jackafs  Company, 
the  Quickfilver  Fixation  Company,  and  another  for  melting  down 
faw-dufl  and  chips,  and  cafling  them  into  clean  deal  boards  without 
cracks  or  knots.  Beranger's  witty  flanza,  in  reference  to  our  neigh- 
bours' famous  Mifnffippi  fcheme  of  1718,  is  equally  applicable  to 
our  infatuated  countrymen  two  years  later  :  — 
"  C'etait  la  regence  alors 
Et  fans  hyperbole, 
Grace  aux  plus  droles  de  corps, 

La  France  etait  folle  ; 
Tous  les  hommes  Tamufaient, 
Et  les  femmes  fe  pretaient 
A  la  gaudriole  au  gue, 
A  la  gaudriole." 

Of  all  the  ballads  referring  to  the  difaflrous  South  Sea  mania,  the 
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following  was  the  raoft  popular.  It  was  publifhed  originally  in  the 
month  of  September,  1720,  and  was  fung  for  months  together  about 
the  ftreets  of  London.] 

To  a  new  tune  called  "  The  Grand  Elixir ;  or,  The  P  kilofopher"  s 
Stone  difco'vered.'1'' 


I. 


MM 


N  London  ftands  a  famous  pile, 
And  near  that  pile  an  alley, 
Where  merry  crowds  for  riches  toil, 
And  Wifdom  ftoops  to  Folly. 


Here  fad  and  joyful,  high  and  low, 
Court  Fortune  for  her  graces  ; 

And  as  me  fmiles  or  frowns,  they  mow 
Their  geftures  and  grimaces. 

11. 
Here  ftars  and  garters  do  appear, 

Among  our  lords  the  rabble  ; 
To  buy  and  fell,  to  fee  and  hear, 

The  Jews  and  Gentiles  fquabble. 
Here  crafty  courtiers  are  too  wife 

For  thofe  who  truft  to  Fortune  ; 
They  fee  the  cheat  with  clearer  eyes, 

Who  peep  behind  the  curtain. 


in. 


Our  greateft  ladies  hither  come, 
And  ply  in  chariots  daily ; 
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Oft  pawn  their  jewels  for  a  sum 

To  venture  in  the  alley. 
Young  harlots,  too,  from  Drury  Lane, 

Approach  the  'Change  in  coaches, 
To  fool  away  the  gold  they  gain 

By  their  impure  debauches. 


IV. 

Long  heads  may  thrive  by  fober  rules, 

Becaufe  they  think,  and  drink  not ; 
But  headlongs  are  our  thriving  fools, 

Who  only  drink,  and  think  not. 
The  lucky  rogues,  like  fpaniel  dogs, 

Leap  into  South-fea  water, 
And  there  they  nfh  for  golden  frogs, 

Not  caring  what  comes  a'ter. 


v. 

'Tis  faid  that  alchemifls  of  old 

Could  turn  a  brazen  kettle 
Or  leaden  ciftern  into  gold,  — 

That  noble  tempting  metal ; 
But  if  it  here  may  be  allow'd 

To  bring  in  great  and  fmall  things, 
Our  cunning  South  Sea,  like  a  god, 

Turns  nothing  into  all  things  ! 
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VI. 

What  need  have  we  of  Indian  wealth, 

Or  commerce  with  our  neighbors  ? 
Our  conftitution  is  in  health, 

And  riches  crown  our  labors. 
Our  South-fea  mips  have  golden  fhrouds, 

They  bring  us  wealth,  'tis  granted, 
But  lodge  their  treafure  in  the  clouds, 

To  hide  it  till  it's  wanted. 

VII. 

Oh  !   Britain,  blefs  thy  prefent  ftate, 

Thou  only  happy  nation  ; 
So  oddly  rich,  fo  madly  great, 

Since  bubbles  came  in  fafhion  ! 
SuccehTul  rakes  exert  their  pride, 

And  count  their  airy  millions  ; 
While  homely  drabs  in  coaches  ride, 

Brought  up  to  Town  on  pillions. 

VIII. 

Few  men,  who  follow  reafon's  rules, 

Grow  fat  with  South-fea  diet ; 
Young  rattles  and  unthinking  fools 

Are  thofe  that  flourim  by  it. 
Old  mufty  jades,  and  pufhing  blades, 

Who've  leaft  confideration, 
Grow  rich  apace  ;  whilft  wifer  heads 

Are  ftruck  with  admiration. 
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IX. 

A  race  of  men,  who  t'other  day 

Lay  crufh'd  beneath  difafters, 
Are  now  by  ftock  brought  into  play, 

And  made  our  lords  and  matters. 
But  fhould  our  South-fea  Babel  fall, 

What  numbers  would  be  frowning ! 
The  lofers  then  must  eafe  their  gall 

By  hanging  or  by  drowning. 

x. 

Five  hundred  millions,  notes  and  bonds, 

Our  ftocks  are  worth  in  value  ; 
But  neither  lie  in  goods  nor  lands, 

Or  money  let  me  tell  you. 
Yet  though  our  foreign  trade  is  loft, 

Of  mighty  wealth  we  vapor ; 
When  all  the  riches  that  we  boaft 

Confifts  in  fcraps  of  paper  ! 
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THE  SOUTH-SEA  BALLAD. 

HANGE   Alley's  fo  thin  that  a  man  may 
now  walk, 
And  if  he'll    but  liften  may  hear  himfelf 
talk, 

For  fince  the  fuppreffion  of  Bubbles  in  June 
Thofe  clamorous  catches  are  quite  out  of  tune. 
No  more  of  the  Hubbies  nor  Bubbles  we  fee, 
But  all  the  whole  nation  attends  the  South  Sea. 

The  Salts  and  the  Fifheries  likewife  are  gone, 

All  the  Stock  of  the  Bubbles  is  fwallow'd  in  one, 

Which  (barring  the  ruin  of  all  other  trade) 

Is  the  clevereft  project  that  ever  was  made  : 

For  now  the  contrivers  are  tipt  with  a  fee, 

If  they  foufe  the  fubfcribers  into  the  South  Sea. 

What  numbers  have  got  that  infatiable  itch 
And  endlefs  ambition  of  ftill  growing  rich  : 
The  man  that  was  formerly  not  worth  a  plumb, 
Till  he  makes  it  a  million  keeps  gnawing  his  thumb; 
For  that  is  the  leaft,  as  the  wife  men  agree, 
Can  content  an  adventurer  in  the  South  Sea. 
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All  the  Town  is  fo  eager  their  fortune  to  try, 

That  nobody  can  the  temptation  deny ; 

So  craftily  laid  is  the  fcheme  of  the  gin 

That  fome  of  the  parfons  themfelves  are  drawn  in  : 

Which  of  thefe  would  accept  an  arch-bifhop  to  be, 

To  refufe  a  Direclorfhip  in  the  South  Sea  ? 

What  numbers  of  upftarted  figures  we  meet 
Set  up  by  ftock-jobbing  in  every  ftreet ; 
They're  fo  fond  of  their  arms,  when  they   come  t'  ap- 
proach, 
They  can  hardly  for  flaring  get  into  their  coach  ; 
But  when  we  examine  their  true  pedigree, 
We  trace  their  original  from  the  South  Sea. 

This  gold-fanded  ocean  is  not  like  the  reft, 

But  is  quite  of  a  different  nature  poffeft ; 

It  has  fuch  as  no  other  fea  yet  ever  had, 

Inftead  of  preventing,  'twill  make  people  mad  : 

Diffracting  their  reafon  to  fuch  a  degree 

That  headlong  they  throw  themfelves  in  the  South  Sea. 

*Tis  a  comical  fight  to  behold  the  deceit 
Of  all  ranks  of  men  met  each  other  to  cheat, 
To  see  my  Lord  Duke  make  a  rout  and  ado 
In  a  coffee-houfe  crowd  with  a  politic  Jew, 
The  mod  orthodox  now-a-days  reckoned  is  he 
Whofe  ftock  is  all  capital  in  the  South  Sea. 
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This  myftery  fome  would  pretend  to  explain, 
While  thofe  that  get  money  but  laugh  at  their  pain ; 
The  wifefr.  of  all,  with  their  racket  and  rout, 
Find  it  juft  like  a  tub  with  the  bottom  knockt  out ; 
The  cream  of  the  jeft  is  with  thofe  that  make  free, 
With  the  general  fcramble  amidft  the  South  Sea. 

Like  Pharaoh's  lean  kine  that  devour'd  the  fat, 
It  has  knock'd  down  the  puny  contrivances  flat; 
But  if  I  miftake  not  I've  read  that  his  hoft 
And  himfelf  in  the  Red  Sea  were  utterly  loft  : 
He  thought  to  get  riches,  and  why  mould  not  we 
Remember  the  Red,  when  we  crofs  the  South,  Sea? 
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THE  DEVIL  O'ER  LINCOLN. 

[It  is  almoft  fuperfluous  to  ftate  that  this  is  a  Jacobite  fquib,  fug- 
gefted  by  the  elevation  of  King  George  the  Firft's  ftatue  on  the 
fteeple  of  the  newly  erected  church  of  St.  George,  Bloomlbury,  in 
the  year  1724..  The  author  takes  occafion  not  only  to  expofe  the 
King's  ignorance  of  the  language  of  his  new  fubjecls,  but  alfo  the 
want  of  fympathy,  on  the  part  of  the  higher  clergy,  with  the  Hano- 
verian fucceflion.] 

To  the  tune  of  "  A  cobbler  there  tu;<2j." 

S   the    Devil   o'er  Lincoln   was  looking  one 
day  — 
For  when  Satan  looks  fharp  he  can  fee  a 
long  way  — 
He  fpy'd  an  odd  figure  on  Bloomfbury  fteeple  * 
With  his  horns  high  exalted  furveying  the  people. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

*  "  The  fteeple  (fays  Walpole)  is  a  mafter-ftroke  of  abfurdity, 
confifting  of  an  obelifk,  crowned  with  a  ftatue  of  King  George  I., 
and  hugged  by  the  royal  fupporters."  A  contemporary  wit  has  alfo 
ridiculed  it  in  the  following  epigram  :  — 

"  When  Henry  VIII.  left  the  Pope  in  the  lurch, 
The  Proteftants  made  him  the  head  of  the  church  ; 
But  George's  good  fubjecls,  the  Bloomlbury  people, 
Inftead  of  the  church  make  him  head  of  the  fteeple." 
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"  How  now,"  quoth  the  Devil,  "  what  fpy  I  at  London  ? 
Should  I  fuffer  a  rival,  myfelf  would  be  undone." 
And  whilft  a  man  fcarce  could  tofs  off  his  flagon, 
The  Devil  was  mounted  on  Bow  fteeple  Dragon. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

From  thence  Satan  kenn'd  the  fweet  face  o'  the  creature, 
He  knew  his  old  Friend  in  each  line  and  each  feature  : 
Without  further  preface  he  addreft  his  ally, 
With  a,  "  How  the  plague,  George,  came  you  mounted  fo 
high  ? 

Deny  down,  &c. 

"  Speak,  how  got  you  up  ?  I  fhall  humble  your  pride — 
What,  have  you  now  learn'd  on  a  broomftick  to  ride  ?  " 
"  No,  foftly,"  quoth  George,  "  you  be  vaftly  miftakon, 
Me  be  ne'er  por  de  vitch,  nor  the  conjuror  takon. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

"  But  to  tell  you  de  trute  vas  plac'd  here  by  my  brewer*, 
Ven  I  vas  as  ignorant  of  it  as  you  are ; 
But  do'  I'm  a  fool,  as  you  plainly  may  fee, 
You  have  not  von  more  humble  fervant  dan  me. 

Deny  down,  &c. 


*  A  Mr.  Hucks,  who  prefented  the  ftatue  of  the   King  to  the 
newly  defigned  parifh,  of  which  he  was  a  veftryman. 


208  POLITICAL  BALLADS.  I724. 

"  Do'   your  highnefs  have  place  your  own  council  about 


me, 


Yet  you    ftill    muft    acknowledge   you  cannot    do    wid- 

out  me ; 
'Tis  I  who  to  all  your  vile  projects  give  birt, 
And  each  plotta  form'd  in  hell,  go  in  my  name  on  eart. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

"  Vat  has  lately  been  done  may  convince  you  full  veil, 
Dat  in  my  reign  you  fhould  ne'er  vant  fubjeits  in  hell; 
Our  late  fwearing  Act  *  you'll  allow  was  a  trap-a, 
Me  leave  not  a  loop-hole  for  von  to  efcap-a, 

Derry  down,  &c. 

"  Vo  ter  Divel  could  e'er  done  more  in  my  ftation, 
Since  vit  one  fingle  Acta  me  damm  de  vol  nation  ; 
Men  of  ev'ry  degree,  vomen  rich  and  poor, 
From  her  highnefs  of  Wales  \  to  de  ftreet-walking  w — . 

Derry  down,  &c. 

"  Vere  it  not  for  me  you'd  be  plagu'd  vit  de  clergy, 
And  fome  of  dem,  Sir,  would  confoundedly  fcourge  ye  ; 
Should  me  souffre  dere  daum  Convocation  J  to  fitta  — 
O  den,  Broder  Satan,  we  bote  might  be  bitta. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

*  Alluding  to  the  A£t,  pafled  in  the  ninth  and  tenth  years  of 
George  I.,  by  which  all  perfons  were  required  not  only  to  take  the 
oaths  of  allegiance,  but  alfo  to  regifter  their  eftates. 

•J-  The  King  entertained  a  fingular  contempt  for  his  daughter-in- 
law,  whom  he  commonly  called  "  that  fhe -devil." 

X  The  two  Houfes  of  Convocation  were  deprived,  in   171 7,  of 
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"  But  my  bifhops  from  all  dere  attempts  will  fecure  ye, 
And  dey  are  your  beft  vrends  on  eart,  I'll  afTure  ye  ; 
Dere  is  but  very  few  on  dat  Rev'rend  bench 
But  adore  you  as  much,  Sir,  as  me  or  my  vench. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

"  Dere  is  but  Chefter  and  Bat,  now  Rochefter's  *  fled." — 
"  Zounds  !  "  quoth  the  Devil,  "  their  names   make  me 

dread ; 
If  you    muff,    prate    of    biihops,   you    fool,    can't    you 

think  on 
York,  Winchefter,  Salifbury,  Durham,  and  Lincoln. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

"  Or  the  bifhop  of  Afaph,  that  dear  little  whorefon, 
Who's  as  like  them  in  foul  as  he  may  be  in  perfon ; 
He  propagates  vice,  religion  pulls  down, 
Which,  you  know,  is  the  only  fupport  of  your  crown. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

"  Thofe,  thofe  are  brave  fouls,  worthy  Satan's  alliance, 
With  fuch  troops  I'd  boldly  bid  Heaven  defiance  ; 

their  privilege  to  difcufs  ecclefiaftical  matters,  on  the  occafion  of  the 
lower  houfe  taking  exception  to  the  doftrines  contained  in  the 
writings  of  Bifhop  Hoadly,  and  more  particularly  in  a  fermon 
which  he  preached  before  the  King  on  the  31ft  of  March  in  that 
year. 

*  Dr.  Atterbury,  who  was  deprived  of  his  fee  and  banifhed  the 
kingdom  by  act  of  parliament,  1723.  The  Bifhop  threw  himfelf 
immediately  afterwards  into  the  fervice  of  the  Pretender,  and  became 
his  confidential  agent. 

VOL.    II.  P 
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Since  you  make  fuch  bifhops,  George,  you  may  reign  on, 
For  the  Devil  can't  find  fuch  a  pack  when  they're  gone." 

Deny  down,  &c. 

The  monarch  of  Hell  flew  away  in  a  trice, 
Th'  Elector  of  Britain  look'd  wondrous  wife  : 
Thus  ended  their  Treaty,  as  moft  people  fay, 
He'd  be  glad  to  come  off"  half  fo  well  at  Cambray.* 

Deny  down,  &c. 


*  Alluding  to  the  abortive  congrefs  held  at  Cambray,  1721. 
The  policy  of  King  George  was  to  fecure  (with  the  confent  of 
France  and  Spain)  Bremen  and  Verden  to  Hanover,  for  which  he 
would  have  furrendered  Gibraltar  ;  but  when  the  propofal  became 
known  it  excited  fo  much  indignation  at  home  that  he  was  obliged 
to  withdraw  it. 
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THE  STATESMAN 


A    NEW    COURT    BALLAD. 


[The  unexpected  intelligence  of  the  death  of  George  I.,  whilft  on 
a  vifit  to  Hanover,  had  no  fooner  reached  this  country  than  a  general 
belief  prevailed  that  the  adminiftration  would  be  totally  changed.  It 
was  credited  that  Walpole  had  hopeleffly  offended  the  new  King, 
when  Prince  of  Wales,  as  his  Royal  Highnefs  had  been  frequently 
heard  to  proteft  that,  when  he  came  to  the  throne,  "  that  minifter 
mould  never  have  his  confidence.'"  In  proof  of  this  determination, 
the  King  at  once  appointed  Sir  Spencer  Compton  to  draw  up  the 
ulual  declaration  to  the  Privy  Council,  and  intimated  that  he  would 
place  him  at  the  head  of  the  Treafury.  But  Compton  had  the 
honefty  to  confefs  his  incapacity  to  undertake  fo  arduous  a  truft, 
whereupon,  to  the  furprife  of  all,  both  Walpole  and  his  brother-in- 
law  Townfend,  were  readmitted  to  their  former  offices.  The  Op- 
pofition  feems  to  have  been  ftunned  with  the  reappointment  of  the 
firft-named  minifter,  whofe  difgrace  they  had  lb  fondly  anticipated. 
Unknown  to  every  one  beyond  the  walls  of  the  King's  palace,  the 
arrangement  for  the  retirement  of  Compton,  and  the  nomination  of 
Walpole  in  his  ftead,  had  been  quietly  brought  about  by  the  taft  of 
Queen  Caroline,  who  fucceeded  in  mitigating,  if  not  at  once  in  re- 
moving, the  prejudices  of  the  King.  The  Statefman  is  an  epitome 
of  Walpole's  political  career  up  to  this  period.] 

OME  years  ago  from  Norfolk 
There  came  a  gallant  wight, 
And  though  it  is  moft  ftrange,  yet 
He  could  both  read  and  write  : 
So  to  London  he  would  go,  would  go,  &c. 
*  3 
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He  underftood  accounts,  too, 

And  thought  himfelf  moft  fit, 
Becaufe  well  verf'd  in  figures  *, 

In  Parliament  to  fit : 

So  to  London  he  would  go,  &c. 

For  why  ?  whilft  at  his  father's  he 

Had  heard  it  often  faid, 
That  fome  there  were  that  fat  there, 

That  ftrange  queer  figures  made  : 

So  to  London  he  would  go,  &c. 

But  firft  he  thought  it  fitting 

To  Lynn  to  go  and  try 
Their  votes  if  he  could  beg, 

Or  their  votes  if  he  could  buy  : 

Ere  to  London  he  would  go,  &c. 

To  Lynn,  then,  ftraight  he  trudges  f5 
And  as  foon  as  he  gets  there, 


*  Alluding  probably  to  Walpole's  trafts  on  The  Debts  of  the 
Nation  Jiated  and  confidered,  and  Thirty -five  Millions  accounted  for, 
in  which  he  ably  defended  the  miniftry  of  Godolphin  againft  the 
charge  of  not  accounting  for  the  public  expenditure  during  their 
tenure  of  office.  Arthur  Mainwaring  ftyled  him  "  the  beft  mafter 
of  figures  of  any  man  of  his  time.'" 

t  Walpole  was  firft  ele&ed  at  Caftle-Rifing  (Lynn),  on  the  death 
of  his  father  in  1700,  and  reprefented  that  borough  in  feventeen 
fucceffive  parliaments. 
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He  to  a  cuckold  goes, — 

"  Good-morrow,  Mr.  Mayor : 

To  London  I  would  go,  &c. 

"  I  have  a  mind,  good  Sir, 
In  Parliament  to  fit, 
If  that  you'll  pleafe  to  think  me 
To  reprefent  you  fit : 

For  to  London  I  would  go,  &c. 

"  To  London  I  would  go,  Sir, 
My  fortune  for  to  try  ; 
Therefore,  if  you  won't  give  your  votes, 
Your  votes,  Sir,  I  would  buy : 

For  to  London  fain  I'd  go,  &c. 

"  I  hear  the  people  there 

Soon  ample  fortunes  make  ; 
And  I'll  make  mine  as  foon, 
Or  elfe  I'll  much  miftake  : 

When  to  London  I  do  go,  &c. 


« 


Some  perfons  who  are  there,  I  hear, 

And  make  a  gallant  fhow, 
Soon  raife  an  ample  fortune, 

By  faying  aye  or  no  : 

So  to  London  I  would  go,  Sic. 

"  For  if  to  raife  a  fortune 
That  is  the  only  way, 

14 
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I  think  I  can  fay  aye  or  no, 

G — d  zounds  !  as  well  as  they : 

So  to  London  I  would  go,  &c." 


« 


Friend  Robin,"  quoth  the  Mayor, 
"  You  fpeak  like  a  man  of  fenfe ; 

I  would  not  give  a  fig  for  him 
Who  cannot  get  the  pence  : 

So  to  London  you  fhall  go,  &c. 


"  And  to  be  chofen  here,  I'm  fure, 
That  is  your  only  way  ; 
For  he  who  cannot  get  the  pence 
To  us  no  pence  can  pay  : 

So  to  London  you  fhall  go,  &c." 

The  Mayor  he  fpoke  full  wifely, 

For  he  moftly  rightly  thought 
He  was  not  worth  the  choofing,  if 

He  was  not  worth  a  groat : 

But  to  Strombolo  might  go,  &c. 


u 


Then  hey  for  Weftminfter,"  quoth  Bob, 
"  And  when  I  am  got  there, 

I  foon  fhall  be  a  great  man, 
That,  friend,  I  need  not  fear : 

So  to  London  I  will  go,  &c." 
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"  You  need  not  fear,"  fays  Mr.  Mayor, 
"  For,  if  you  go  to  that, 
He  needs  muft  be  a  great  man 
Who  has  a  ton  of  fat  *  : 

So  to  London  you  may  go,  &c." 

To  London  then  he  came, 

And  to  St.  Stephen's  went, 
For  there  to  raife  his  fortune 

It  was  his  full  intent : 

When  to  London  he  did  go,  &c. 

Being  got  to  St.  Stephen's 

A  mighty  noife  he  made, 
For  that  to  raife  a  fortune 

Is  the  only  way,  'tis  faid  : 

So  to  fpeeching  he  did  go,  &c. 

So  to  fpeeching  he  did  go, 

And,  like  a  man  of  fenfe, 
He  certainly  faid  aye  or  no 

Juft  as  he  got  his  pence  : 

When  to  voting  he  did  go,  &c. 


*  Walpole  was  an  extremely  corpulent  and  unwieldy  perfon,  the 
remit,  in  a  great  meafure,  of  his  grofs  habits  of  living  from  his 
earlieft  years. 
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Says  Marlbro',  "  This  is  fomebody 

That  makes  this  mighty  noife, 
And  therefore  he  mail  have  a  place  — 

Ay,  that  he  (hall,  my  boys  *  : 

And  to  fpeeching  he  mall  go,  &c." 

He  had  not  long  enjoy'd  his  place, 

But,  being  mad  or  drunk, 
To  fhow  he  hated  money 

Five  hundred  pounds  he  sunk  f  . 

So  to  the  Tow'r  he  did  go,  &c. 


*  Through  the  influence  of  Marlborough,  Walpole  was  ap- 
pointed Secretary  of  War  under  the  Whig  government  that  fuc- 
ceeded  the  downfall  of  Harley,  in  Feb.  1708.  Three  years  previoufly 
he  had  been  one  of  the  council  to  the  Lord  High  Admiral,  Prince 
George  of  Denmark. 

f  Alluding  to  the  charge  of  corruption  preferred  againft  him 
whilft  he  was  Secretary  at  War,  and  for  which  he  was  moft  unjuftly 
expelled  the  Houfe  and  committed  to  the  Tower  in  1 710,  by  his 
Tory  opponents,  who  had  returned  to  power  and  failed  to  win  him 
over  to  their  new  administration.  The  ftrength  of  Walpole's  popu- 
larity at  this  time  may  be  judged  from  the  following  ballad,  attri- 
buted to  Eaftcourt  the  player,  and  entitled,  On  the  Jewel  in  the 
Toiver  :  — 

If  what  the  Tower  of  London  holds 
Is  valu'd  far  more  than  its  power ; 
Then,  counting  what  it  now  enfolds, 
How  wondrous  rich  is  the  fame  Tow'r ! 

I  think  not  of  the  armoury, 

Nor  of  the  guns  and  lion's  roar, 
Nor  yet  the  valu'd  library,  — 

I  mean  the  jewel  in  the  Tow'r. 
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To  make  him  fome  amends,  then, 

For  being  thither  fent, 
A  Paymafter  of  the  Guards  he's  made  *, 

But  yet  he's  not  content : 

So  to  fpeeching  he  does  go,  &c. 

This  jewel  late  adom'd  the  Court 

With  excellence  unknown  before  ; 
But  now  being  blown  upon  in  fport, 

This  jewel's  cafe  is  now  the  Tow'r. 

State  lapidaries  there  have  been, 

To  weigh,  and  prove,  and  look  it  o'er  ; 

The  very  faftiion's  worth  being  feen, 
Th'  intrinfic,  more  than  is  the  Tow'r. 

'Tis  not  St.  George's  diamond, 

Nor  any  of  his  partner's  ftore  ; 
It  never  yet  to  fuch  belong'd, 

Which  fent  this  jewel  to  the  Tow'r. 

With  thoufand  methods  they  did  try  it, 
Whole  firmnefs  flrengthen'd  ev'ry  hour ; 

They  were  not  able  all  to  buy  it, 
And  fo  they  fent  it  to  the  Tow'r. 

They  would  have  prov'd  it  counterfeit, 

That  it  was  right  'twas  truly  fwore; 
But  oaths,  nor  words,  could  nothing  get, 

And  fo  they  fent  it  to  the  Tow'r. 

Its  brilliant  brightnefs  who  can  doubt, 
By  Marlborough  it  was  fometimes  wore ; 


*  He  was  appointed  Paymafter  of  the  Forces  in  17 14,  and  again 
in  1720.  In  the  interval  he  had  filled  the  offices  of  Firft  Lord 
Commiffioner  of  the  Treafury,  Chancellor,  and  Under-Treafurer  of 
the  Exchequer. 
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To  ftill  the  noodle  next 

He's  made  Minifter  of  State  *, 
And  Treaties  makes  by  wholefale, 

For  which  he'll  meet  his  fate  : 

When  to  the  Tower  he  goes,  &c. 


They  turn'd  the  mighty  mailer  out, 
Who  turrfd  this  jewel  into  the  Tow'r. 

Thefe  are  the  marks  upon  it  found, 

King  William's  creft  it  bears  before, 
And  Liberty's  engraven  round, 

Though  now  confin'd  within  the  Tow'r. 

Nor  France  in  it  an  intereft  has, 

Nor  Spain  with  all  its  golden  ore ; 
For  to  the  Queen  and  High  Allies, 

Belongs  this  jewel  in  the  Tow'r. 

The  owners  modeftly  referv'd 

It  in  a  decent  Norfolk  bower, 
And  fcarce  yet  think  it  has  deferv'd 

The  Caefar's  honour  of  the  Tow'r. 

The  day  mall  come  to  make  amends, 

This  jewel  fhall  with  pride  be  wore; 
And  o'er  his  foes,  and  with  his  friends, 

Shine  glorious  bright  out  of  the  Tow'r  ! 

It  is  related,  on  the  authority  of  her  fon  Horace,  that  Lady  Wal- 
pole  ufed  to  fing  this  ballad  with  great  fpirit  and  effect,  and  was 
particularly  fond  of  dwelling  on  the  laft  verfe,  when  the  prophecy 
of  her  hufband's  minifterial  greatnefs  was  fulfilled. 

*  Upon  the  acceflion  of  George  II.,  Walpole  and  his  friend  Lord 
Townfend  became  the  principal  advifers  of  the  King  by  the  inter- 
vention of  Queen  Caroline. 
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But  yet  not  being  fatisfied, 

He  needs  muft  have  ^Jiring  *, 
And  it  muft  be  a  blue  one  — 

'Caufe  that's  a  pretty  thing  : 

When  to  Norfolk  he  does  go,  &c. 

However  let  him  have  his  whim, 

And  dangle  the  Blue-JIring, 
So  he's  but  doom'd  at  laft 

In  a  hempen  one  to  fwing  : 

When  to  Tyburn  he  does  go,  &c. 


*  The  riband  (or  "  ftring  "}  which  the  minifter  wore,  firft  as  one 
of  the  knights  of  the  revived  Order  of  the  Bath,  and  afterwards  as 
a  knight  of  the  Garter,  was  adopted  by  the  fatirifts  of  the  day  to 
fymbolife  his  great  political  influence. 
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THE  NORFOLK  GAMESTER; 

OR,    THE    ART    OF 

MANAGING    THE    WHOLE    PACK, 
EVEN    KING,    QUEEN,    AND    JACK. 

[Since  the  Great  Rebellion,  the  country  had  never  been  fo  deluged 
with  political  ballads  as  in  the  years  1730  and  1731,  when  Sir  Ro- 
bert Walpole  was,  in  more  than  the  ordinary  acceptation  of  the 
term,  Prime  Minifter.  His  infatiable  love  of  power  not  only  alien- 
ated from  him  all  his  old  political  affociates,  but  drove  every  rifing 
man  of  talent  into  oppofition  ;  hence  the  many  and  bitter  attacks 
upon  his  private  as  well  as  his  public  character.  At  this  time 
Walpole  was  held  forth  (fays  Mr.  Wright)  "  as  the  betrayer 
and  opprefTor  of  his  country,  the  felfifh  encourager  of  corruption  in 
the  nation ;  one  who  fattened  and  grew  rich  upon  the  public  money. 
Infinuations  and  rumours  of  all  kinds  relating  to  his  domeftic  life, 
which  were  likely  to  render  the  minifter  unpopular  with  the  un- 
thinking part  of  the  community,  were  induftrioufly  propagated." 
The  Norfolk  Gamefter  is  an  average  fpecimen  of  the  perfonal  attacks 
made  upon  him,  when  the  meafures  of  his  government  afforded  no 
better  opportunity  of  expofing  him.  It  was  quite  the  mode  at  this 
time  to  accommodate  fatire  to  an  imaginary  game  of  cards,  in  which 
the  yoY\t\ca\  Jinejfe  of  one  or  more  players  could  be  eafily  illuftrated.] 

I. 

E  good  Chriftian    people,  I  pray   you  draw 
near, 
A  tale  to  a  pleafant  old  tune  ye  shall  hear ; 
In    Norfolk    the    fcene,    'tis   reported,  was 
laid, 
And  cribbage  the  name  of  the  game  that  was  play'd  ; 
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The  place  I'd  unfold, 

If  I  dare  be  bold, 
But  truth  is  not  always,  you  know,  to  be  told  ; 
Some  call  it  a  Palace  *,  some  call  it  a  Houfe, 
The  owner,  'tis  faid,  was  once  poor  as  church-moufe. 

11. 

Attention,  each  gamefter  avers,  muft  be  paid 
To  each  fort  of  game  that  has  ever  been  play'd ; 
And  a  judgment  profound,  with  a  mind  that's  not  fir'd 
Or  ruffled  with  paflion,  are  alfo  required : 

Moreover,  if  art 

Perform  not  her  part, 
What  by  playing  is  got  will  be  fcarce  worth  a  —  ; 
And,  if  to  attention  you  do  not  add  thought, 
You  may  game  on  till  doom's-day,  'twill  fignify  nought. 

in. 
The  manfion's  grand  mafter  thefe  rules  did  obferve, 
From  fuch  wholefome  maxims  he  never  did  fwerve, 
But  ftudied  by  day  and  by  night  to  remove 
What  might  to  his  profit  an  obftacle  prove  : 

He  opulent  grew, 

As  bacon-face  Jew, 
For  thefe  were  the  methods  he  clofe  did  purfue ; 
Elfe  fums  fo  immenfe  he  could  ne'er  have  amalT'd, 
And  now  for  the  wealthieft  fubject  he  pafT'd. 


*  Houghton  Hall,  in  Norfolk. 
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IV. 

At  muffling  and  cutting  as  dext'rous  was  he 
As  any  old  gamefter  or  fharper  could  be ; 
They  oft  fet  the  cards,  but,  his  eyes  were  fo  quick, 
The  cheat  he  difcover'd,  and  laught  at  the  trick : 

He  foon  got  a  name, 

Abroad  flew  his  fame, 
And  took  fpecial  care  not  to  forfeit  the  fame ; 
But  whether  he  play'd  (as  fome  doubt)  on  the  fquare, 
Not  a  man  in  the  kingdom  with  him  could  compare. 

v. 

Be  that  as  it  will,  he  did  oft  play  the  knave, 
By  which  many  games  at  a  pinch  he  did  fave, 
And  many  times  many  more  alfo  he  won, 
By  him  many  families  have  been  undone  : 

His  game  he  would  back, 

And  had  fuch  a  knack, 
He  knew  how  to  manage  each  card  in  the  pack  ; 
He  paired,  or  pair-royal' 'd,  one  after  another  — 
Their  paflion  no  longer  the  lofers  could  fmother. 

VI. 

Befides,  in  his  hand  he  kept  often  a  flufh, 

But  not  of  a  color  refembling  a  blufh, 

For  he  was  to  blufhing  a  ftranger,  'tis  known, 

Which,  when  he  was  afk'd,  he  would  never  difown. 
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He  ufually  faid, 

The  face  that  grew  red 
On  a  fudden  did  manifeft  plainly  a  dread 
Of  punifhment  due,  an  action  that's  vile, 
And  then  would  break  off  with  a  fheer  or  a  fmile.* 

VII. 

His  flumes  with  fequences  oft  did  abound, 
And  pairs  and  fifteens,  too,  among  them  were  found ; 
He  had  fuch  great  luck,  that  fome  people  uncivil 
Declar'd  that  he  needs  muft  have  dealt  with  the  devil. 

How  is  it  that  he, 

As  plainly  we  fee, 
Said  they,  so  succefsful  at  cribbage  could  be  ? 
Who  never  did  lofe  but  one  game  in  his  life, 
And  laught  in  his  fleeve  to  fee  'em  all  in  a  ftrife. 

VIII. 

Their  language  opprobrious  he  calmly  did  take, 
Rememb'ring  the  proverb  that  "  lofers  will  fpeak:" 
His  temper  was  even,  unruffled  his  mind, 
To  pafflon  their  taunts  could  not  make  him  inclin'd ; 

*  The  perpetual  fmile  on  Walpole's  countenance  was  noted  as 
well  by  his  enemies  as  by  his  friends.  In  the  Craft/man  (No.  16.) 
he  is  thus  defcribed:  "There  entered- a  man  dreffed  in  a  plain  habit, 
with  a  purfe  of  gold  in  his  hand  ;  he  threw  himfelf  forward  into  the 
room  in  a  bluff  ruffianly  manner,  a.  fmile,  or  rather  z.fneer,  upon  his 
countenance.  Sir  Charles  H.  Williams  faid  of  him,  that  'he  laughed 
the  heart's  laugh.' " 

VOL.    II.  Q^ 
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But  though  they  were  rude, 

His  game  he  purfued, 
And  thence  great  advantages  to  him  accrued  ; 
He  bilk'd  all  their  cribs,  but  his  own  he  fecur'd, — 
Such  fortune,  faid  they,  could  be  never  endur'd. 

IX. 

To  fingle-hand  cribbage  he'd  fit  night  and  day, 
But  would  not  a  partner  admit  into  play ; 
To  tell  ye  the  truth,  Sirs,  he  never  could  bear 
To  have  any  with  him  the  profits  to  share.* 
But  yet  be  it  fpoke, 
When  gamefters  were  broke, 
He'd  again  fet  'em  up,  as  it  were  with  a  joke, 
Provided  he  knew  'em  to  be  of  his  party, 
And  then  no  man  living  could  do  it  more  hearty. 

x. 

Twice  or  thrice  in  a  year  he  did  keep  open-houfe  f  ; 
But  his  houfe-keeping  did  not  ftand  him  in  a  foufe  ; 


*  "  Sir  Robert  Walpole  (remarked  his  fon  Horace)  loved  power 
fo  much  that  he  would  not  endure  a  rival. " 

f  Walpole's  ftyle  of  living  (fays  Coxe)  was  confonant  to  the 
magnificence  of  his  manfion.  He  had  ufually  two  annual  meetings 
at  Houghton.  The  one  in  the  fpring,  to  which  were  invited  only 
the  moft  feleft  friends  and  the  leading  members  of  the  cabinet,  con- 
tinued about  three  weeks.    The  fecond  was  in  autumn ;  it  continued 
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Tho'  lib'ral  he  was,  and  unloaded  his  purfe, 
He  knew  he  with  eafe  could  himfelf  reimburfe  : 

This  matter  fo  grand 

Did  purchafe  much  land, 
And  had  treafure  immenfe  always  at  his  command. 
And  now  to  conclude,  I  may  venture  to  fay, 
No  gamefter  fo  long  did  continue  in  play. 


fix  weeks,  or  two  months,  and  was  called  "  the  congrefs."  At  this 
time  Houghton  was  filled  with  company  from  all  parts.  He  kept  a 
public  table,  to  which  all  gentlemen  in  the  county  found  a  ready 
admiffion.  The  expenfes  of  thefe  meetings  were  computed  at  3000/. 
The  noife  and  uproar,  the  wafte  and  confufion,  were  prodigious. 


<l»* 


228  POLITICAL  BALLADS.  I73.. 


AN  ODE  FOR  THE  NEW  YEAR. 

WRITTEN  BY  COLLEY  CIBBER,  ESQ. 

POET    LAUREATE. 

[Having  contributed  the  following  ballad  to  the  pages  of  Notes 
and  Queries,  I  fhall  repeat  in  this  place  a  portion  of  the  note  which 
I  have  there  prefixed  to  it :  — "Gay  himfelf  had  eftablifhed  the  pre- 
cedent of  writing  'volunteer  Odes  5 '  and  had  by  fuch  means  at  firit 
attracted  the  favourable  notice  of  the  Queen,  whilft  fhe  was  Princefs 
of  Wales.  The  authors  of  the  accompanying  Ode  for  the  New 
Tear  intended  as  well  to  retaliate  upon  the  prefumptuous  laureate  as 
to  expofe  the  foibles  of  the  principal  perfonages  in  the  Court.  Both 
the  hand  and  kindly  nature  of  Gay  are  difcernible  in  it ;  in  thofe 
ftanzas,  I  mean,  which  refer  to  that  truly  excellent,  but  oftentimes 
much  abufed  lady,  Queen  Caroline.  For  whilft  the  ballad  hints  at 
the  parfimonious  and  irafcible  difpoiition  of  the  King,  the  weak- 
mindednefs  of  his  voluptuous  and  dependent  fon,  Frederic  Louis 
Prince  of  Wales,  and  their  mutual  and  difgraceful  fquabbles,  the 
allufions  to  her  Majefty  are  rather  complimentary  than  fatirical ; 
evidencing,  in  fact,  her  fteady  patronage  of  the  moft  diftinguifhed 
men  of  her  day,  without  regard  either  to  their  religious  or  political 
creeds."] 

OD  profper  long  our  gracious  King, 
Now  fitting  on  the  throne ; 
Who  leads  this  nation  in  a  String  *, 
And  governs  all  but  One.f 

*   His  minifter,  Sir  Robert  Walpole. 
•f-  Vide  page  azi. 
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This  is  the  day  when,  right  or  wrong, 

I,  Colley  Bays,  Esquire, 
Mult  for  my  fack  indite  a  fong, 

And  thrum  my  venal  lyre. 

Not  he  who  ruled  great  Judah's  realm, 

Y'cleped  Solomon, 
Was  wifer  than  Our's  at  the  helm, 

Or  had  a  wifer  Son. 

He  raked  up  wealth  to  glut  his  till, 
In  drinking,  w — s,  and  houfes  ; 

Which  wifer  George  can  fave  to  fill 
His  pocket,  and  his  fpoufe's. 

His  head  with  wifdom  deep  is  fraught, 
His  breaft  with  courage  glows  ; 

Alas,  how  dreadful  is  the  thought, 
He  ever  fhould  want  foes  ! 

For,  in  his  heart  he  loves  a  drum, 

As  children  love  a  rattle ; 
If  not  in  field,  in  drawing-room, 

He  daily  founds  to  battle. 

The  Queen,  I  alfo  pray,  God  fave  ! 

His  confort  plump  and  dear  ; 
Q-3 
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Who,  juft  as  he  is  wife  and  brave, 
Is  pious  znAfincere. 

She's  courteous,  good,  and  charms  all  folks, 

Loves  one  as  well  as  t'other  ; 
Of  Arian  and  of  Orthodox 

Alike  the  nurfing-mother. 

Oh  !   may  me  always  meet  fuccefs 

In  every  fcheme  and  job  ; 
And  ftill  continue  to  carefs 

That  honeft  ftatefman,  Bob.* 

God  fend  the  Princef,  that  babe  of  grace 

A  little  w — ' —  and  horfe  ; 
A  little  meaning  in  his  face, 

And  money  in  his  purfe. 

*  The  Queen  had  fuch  unbounded  confidence  in  the  political  in- 
tegrity of  Walpole,  that  fhe  not  only  prevailed  upon  the  King  to 
make  him  his  Prime  Minifter,  but  at  her  death  formally  configned 
his  Majefty  to  his  care.  Gay  attributed,  moft  unjuftly,  his  ill-fuccefs 
at  court  to  the  oppofition  of  Walpole. 

•f-  Prince  Frederick  of  Wales  (father  of  George  III.),  who  died, 
after  a  very  brief  illnefs,  on  the  20th  March,  1751,  had  other  ene- 
mies befides  thofe  in  his  father's  houfe,  and  amongft  them  none  fo 
bitter,  perhaps,  as  the  Jacobites.  One  of  the  laft-mentioned  penned 
the  following  epitaph  upon  him  :  — 

"  Here  lies  Prince  Fred, 

Gone  down  among  the  dead  : 
Had  it  been  his  father, 
We  had  much  rather  ; 
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Heav'n  fpread  o'er  all  his  family 

That  broad  illuftrious  glare, 
Which  mines  fo  flat  in  ev'ry  eye, 

And  makes  them  aWfoJiare.* 

All  marry  gratis^  boy  and  mifs, 
And  ftill  increafe  their  ftore  ; 

"  As  in  beginning  was,  now  is, 
And  fhall  be  ever  more." 

But  oh  !  ev'n  Kings  muft  die,  of  courfe, 

And  to  their  heirs  be  civil ; 
We  poets,  too,  on  winged-horfe, 

Muft  foon  poft  to  the  devil  : 

Then,  fince  I  have  a  fon,  like  you, 

May  he  ParnafTus  rule  ; 
So  mall  the  Crown  and  Laurel,  too, 

Defcend  from  Fool  to  Fool ! 


Had  it  been  his  mother, 
Better  than  any  other ; 
Had  it  been  his  filler, 
Few  would  have  mifT'd  her  ; 
Had  it  been  the  whole  generation, 
Ten  times  better  for  the  nation  : 
But  fince  'tis  only  Fred, 
There's  no  more  to  be  faid  !  " 
*  George  II.  was    remarkable    for  the  prominence   of  his  eyes 
and   nofe,  as  well  as  for  the  fmallnefs  of  his  perfon. 

Q-4 
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THE  HONEST  JURY  ; 

OR, 
CALEB    TRIUMPHANT. 

BY  WILLIAM  PULTENEY   (EARL  OF  BATH). 

[The  following  paflage,  from  Lord  Campbell's  Life  of  Lord  Chan- 
cellor Hard-zvicke,  affords  the  beft  explanation  of  this  famous  ballad  : 
"  He  (Sir  Philip  Yorke)  was  not  fo  fortunate  in  his  profecutions  for 
libel.  In  his  time  fprung  up  the  controverfy  refpeiting  the  rights 
of  juries,  which  was  not  fettled  till  the  clofe  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury. He  contended  for  the  doctrine  that  the  jury  were  only  to 
decide  upon  the  fufficiency  of  the  evidence  of  publication,  and  upon 
innuendoes  ;  i.  e.  whether  particular  words  or  abbreviations  in  the 
alleged  libel  had  the  meaning  imputed  to  them  by  the  indictment  or 
information,  as  whether  "the  K — g  "  meant  "  our  Sovereign  Lord 
the  King;"  but  that  the  lawfulnefs  or  criminality  of  the  writing 
profecuted  was  pure  matter  of  law  for  the  opinion  of  the  court. 
The  judges  coincided  with  him  in  their  directions,  but  juries  were 
fometimes  rebellious.  The  obnoxious  journal  of  that  day  was  the 
Craftfman,  conducted  by  Bolingbroke,  Pulteney,  and  the  principal 
leaders  of  the  oppofition  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole.  Sir  Philip  Yorke 
fucceeded  in  obtaining  a  conviction  in  the  cafe  of  the  famous  Hague 
letter,  written  by  Bolingbroke  (2nd  Jan.  1731)  ;  but  he  was  foiled 
in  his  profecution  of  a  fubfequent  violent  attack  upon  the  govern- 
ment, fuppofed  to  be  from  the  pen  of  Chefterfield ;  for  though  the 
Chief  Juftice  laid  down  the  fame  law,  and  there  could  be  no  doubt 
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about  publication  or  innuendoes,  the  jury,  very  much  approving  of 
the  fentiments  of  the  fuppofed  libel,  and  thinking  them  not  only 
innocent  but  laudable,  found  a  general  verdict  of  not  guilty.  It  was 
then  that  Pulteney  compoled  his  famous  ballad,  with  the  oft-quoted 
ftanza, — 

'  For  Sir  Philip  well  knows, 
That  his  innuendoes 
Will  ferve  him  no  longer 
In  verfe  or  in  profe  ; 
For  twelve  honeft  men  have  decided  the  caufe, 
Who  are  judges  alike  of  the  facts  and  the  laws/  "] 


EJOICE,   ye   good  writers,  your   pens    are 
fet  free, 
Your  thoughts   and  the  Prefs  are   at   full 
liberty ; 

For  your  King  and  your  country  you  fafely  may  write, 
You  may  fay  Black  is  Black,  and  prove  White  is  White  : 
Let  no  pamphleteers, 
Be  concern'd  for  their  ears, 
For  every  man  now  fhall  be  tried  by  his  peers : 
Twelve  good  honejl  men  fhall  decide  in  each  caufe, 
And  be  judges  alike  of  the  facts  and  the  laws. 

'Tis  faid  Matter  Caleb  a  paper  did  print, 
Which  fometimes  at  fome  folks  lookt  flyly  a-fquint ; 
He  weekly  held  forth  of  no  Peace,  and  no  War, 
So  was  forc'd  from  his  trade  to  appear  at  the  bar ,- 
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Thus  talking  fo  free, 

Mafter  Attorney*, 
Strain'd  his  lungs  for  to  fet  him  in  the  Pillory ; 
But  pillories  now  fhall  be  raiPd  for  the  fhame 
Of fome  rogues  as  yet  'tis  not  proper  to  name. 

You  may  call  the  man  fool  who  Treaties  does  blunder, 
And  ftyle  him  a  Knave  who  his  country  does  plunder; 
If  the  Peace  be  not  good,  it  can  ne'er  be  a  crime 
To  wifh  it  were  better,  in  profe  or  in  rhyme  ; 

For  Sir  Philip  well  knows 

That  his  innuendoes 
Will  ferve  him  no  longer  in  verfe  or  in  profe ; 
For  twelve  honeft  men  have  decided  the  caufe, 
Who  are  judges  alike  of  the  facls  and  the  laws.-f 

Twelve  Judges  there  are,  and  twice  twelve  Aldermen, 
Many  Lords,  many  Members,  and  Bifhops, — what  then  ? 
Although  you  fhould  travel  all  England  around, 
Amongft  them  twelve  honefter  cannot  be  found, 


*   Sir  Philip  Yorke,  Attorney-General. 

-J-  "  The  two   laft  lines  were  mifreprefented   in  the  Dean  of  St. 
AfaplTs  cafe  by  Lord  Mansfield,  who,  to  fuit  his  purpofe,  or  from 
lapfe    of  memory,   laid   Pulteney  had  admitted    that   '  libel  or  no 
libel  ? '  was  a  queftion  only  for  the  court,  by  faying  in  his  ballad  — 
'  For  twelve  honeft  men  have  decided  the  caufe, 
W ho  are  judges  of  fact,  though  not  judges  ofla-ivs."  " 

Campbell. 
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Than  this  fame  Jury 

Which  fet  Caleb  free, 
And  brought  in  their  verdict,  He  was  not  gidltie : 
Then  let  thefe  honeft  men,  who  do  pay  fcot  and  lot, 
While  Ballads  are  Ballads,  be  never  forgot. 

This  Jury  fo  trufty,  and  proof  againft  rhino, 
I  am  apt  to  believe  to  be  jure  divino ; 
But  'tis  true  in  this  nation  (O  why  is  it  fo  ?) 
Men  the  honejler  are  as  the  lower  you  go  ; 

So  a  fifh  when  'tis  dead, 

I  have  often  heard  faid, 
May  be  fweet  at  the  tail,  tho'  it  ftink  at  the  head ; 
Oh  !   may  honejly  rife,  and  confound  the  bafe  tribe 
Who  will  be  corrupted  by  penfion  or  bribe. 

A  Jury  there  was,  when  the  Pope  was  in  power, 
That  brought  our  Seven  Bifhops  alive  from  the  Tower, 
They  faved  our  religion  from  Jacobite  fury, 
Both  that  and  King  George  we  owe  to  a  Jury  ; 

So  thofe  that  brought  out 

The  Bifhops,  no  doubt 
Brought  in  our  King  George,  who's  fo  gallant  and  ftout ; 
Then  fure  'tis  the  intereft  of  Country  and  King, 
That  Juries  fhould  never  be  led  in  a firing.* 

*  Alluding  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  one  of  whofe  many  nick- 
names was  "  Sir  Blue-Jiring,"  from  the  fact  of  his  wearing  the  blue 
riband  as  a  knight  of  the  garter. 
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Thus  far  honeft  Duncan  hath  prophesied  right, 
And  prov'd  himfelf  bleft  with  true  fccond-fight, 
Who,  tho'  deaf  and  dumb,  in  Aftrology  famous 
As  Partridge,  poor  Robin,  or  old  Noftradamus, 

Did  lately  divine 

That  Caleb  mould  mine, 
And  prevail  o'er  his  foes  in  the  year  Twenty-nine  ; 
For  twelve  honeft  men  have  determin'd  his  caufe, 
And  refcued  from  quibbles  our  old  Englifh  laws. 

But  one  thing  remains  his  predictions  to  crown, 
And  that  is  to  fee  the  Leviathan  *  down  : 
Nor  let  us  defpair,  the  year  is  not  out, 
And  a  month  or  two  more  may  bring  it  about. 

Then  in  chorus  let's  fing, 

And  fay,  God  blefs  the  King, 
And  grant  that  all  thofe  who  deferve  it  may  fwing  ! 
If  twelve  honeft  men  were  to  judge  in  this  caufe, 
One  good  verdict  more  might  fecure  all  our  laws. 

*  Walpole. 
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BRITANNIA  EXCISA  :  BRITAIN  EXCIS'D. 

[No  meafure  propofed  by  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  during  his  long 
tenure  of  office,  excited  fuch  a  popular  ferment  as  his  famous  Excise 
Scheme  (1733)-  "  The  public  (fays  Tindall)  was  fo  heated  with 
papers  and  pamphlets,  that  matters  rofe  next  to  a  rebellion."  Before 
Sir  Robert  formally  propofed  to  bring  the  tobacco  and  wine  duties 
under  the  laws  of  excife,  and  to  remodel  and  improve  the  laft-men- 
tioned,  Pulteney,  the  leader  of  the  oppofition,  thus  incidentally  al- 
luded to  the  fcheme  in  his  fpeech  on  alienating  the  Sinking  Fund  : 
"  But,  fir,  there  is  another  thing,  a  very  terrible  thing,  impending  ! 
A  monftrous  project  !  Yea,  more  monftrous  than  has  ever  yet  been 
reprefented  !  I  mean,  fir,  that  monfter  the  Excise  !  That  plan  of 
arbitrary  power  which  is  expected  to  be  laid  before  this  houfe  in 
the  prefent  fettion."  The  populace  were  taught  to  believe  that 
every  article  of  daily  ufe  was  to  be  excifed  under  the  new  plan,  and 
that  Walpole's  principal  object  was  to  increafe  his  control  over 
elections,  by  immeafurably  adding  to  the  number  of  excife  officers 
and  agents  in  his  pay.  He  ultimately  determined  to  relinquifh  his 
fcheme,  obferving  to  his  moft  zealous  fupporters,  "  that  in  the  pre- 
fent inflamed  temper  of  the  people  the  act  could  not  be  carried  into 
execution  without  an  armed  force  ;  that  there  would  be  an  end  of 
the  liberty  of  England  if  fupplies  were  to  be  railed  by  the  fword." 
This  decifion  was  received  with  unbounded  joy  by  the  populace. 
Bonfires  were  lit  in  the  ftreets,  the  Monument  was  illuminated,  and 
the  difcomfited  minifter  was  burned  in  effigy.] 

Tune  of  "  Packingtons  Pound.'''' 


E   knaves   and  ye  fools,   ye  maids,  widows, 
and  wives, 
Come  call:  away  care,   and  rejoice  all  your 
lives  j 
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For  fince  England  was  England,  I  dare  boldly  fay, 
There  ne'er  was  fuch  caufe  for  a  Thankfgiving  day  ; 

For  if  we're  but  wife, 

And  vote  for  the  Excife, 
Sir  Blue-String*  declares  (as  you  know  he  ne'er  lies !) 
He'll  difmifs  the  whole  Cuftom-Houfe  rafcally  crew, 
And  fix  in  each  town  an  Excifeman  or  two. 

Excifemen  are  oft  the  bye-blows  of  the  great, 
And  therefore  'tis  meet  that  they  live  by  the  State  ; 
Befides,  we  all  know,  they  are  mighty  well  bred, 
For  everyone  of  them  can  both  write  and  read  ; 

Thus  ennobled  by  blood, 

And  taught  for  our  good, 
This  right  to  rule  o'er  us  can  ne'er  be  withftood  ; 
For  fure  'tis  unjuft,  as  well  as  unfit, 
We  mould  fell  our  own  goods  without  their  permit. 

Who  would  think  it  a  hardfhip  that  men  fo  polite 
Should  enter  their  houfes  by  day  or  by  night, 
To  poke  in  each  hole,  and  examine  their  ftock, 
From  the  cafk  of  right   Nantz  to  their  wives'  Holland 
fmock  ? 

He's  as  crofs  as  the  devil 
Who  cenfures  as  evil 
A  vifit  fo  courteous,  fo  kind,  and  fo  civil ; 

*  Vide  p.  235. 
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For  to  fleep  in  our  beds  without  their  permit, 
Were,  in  a  free  country,  a  thing  moft  unfit. 

When  we're  abfent,  they'll  vifit  and  look  to  our  houfes, 
Will  tutor  our  daughters,  and  comfort  our  fpoufes  ; 
Condefcend,  at  our  coft,  to  eat  and  to  drink, 
That  our  ale   mayn't  turn  four,  or  our  victuals   mayn't 
ftink; 

To  fuch  a  commerce 

None  can  be  averfe, 
Since  every  one  knows  it  is  better  than  worfe  ; 
Then  let  us  carefs  them,  and  fhew  we  are  wife, 
By  holding  our  tongues,  and  fhutting  our  eyes. 

An  Excife  that  is  general  will  fet  us  quite  free 
From  the  thraldom  of  trials  by  Judge  and  Ju-ry, 
And  put  us  into  a  right  fummary  way 
Of  paying  but  what  the  CommifTioners  fay  : 

And  what  need  we  fear 

Their  being  fevere, 
Who  for  fining  us  have  but  a  Thoufand  a  year  ? 
'Tis  better  on  fuch  chofen  men  to  rely 
Than  on  Reafon,  or  Law,  or  an  honeft  Ju-ry. 


Since  the  Heflians  have  left  us,  and  fcorn  our  poor  pay, 
Gibraltar  and  Dunkirk  are  in  a  bad  way  ; 
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'Tis  therefore  high  time  to  augment  our  land  force, 
And  double  our  files,  both  of  foot  and  of  horfe  : 

The  prolific  Excife 

Will  beget  their  fupplies, 
And  Great  Britain  blefs  v/ith  two  Handing  armies, 
Our  freedom  and  properties  fafe  to  defend, 
And  our  fears  of  the  Pope  and  Pretender  to  end. 

An  Excife  for  all  knaves  yields  places  moft  fit, 
And  will  furnifh  our  fools  with  ftore  of  bought  wit ; 
'Twill  enable  each  jufHce  t'  opprefs  or  protect 
All  who  vote,  or  vote  not,  as  he  fhall  direct  : 

'Twill  increafe  the  fupplies 

And  the  number  of  fpies, 
And  ftrengthen  Sir  Blue's  hands  to  bribe  our  Allies  ; 
What  to  all  forts  fuch  bleflings  does  freely  difpenfe, 
Muft  furely  be  figh'd  for  by  all  men  of  knk. 

Moreover,  this  project,  if  right  underftood, 
Will  produce  to  the  nation  abundance  of  good  ; 
In  coffee  and  tea  how  our  trade  is  increaf'd, 
If  not  the  fair  dealer's,  the  fmuggler's,  at  lean1  ! 

Civil  Lift  'twill  amend, 

By  fining  falfe  friend, 
And  the  nation's  true  finking-fund  prove  in  the  end ; 
Then  South-Sea,  and  India,  and  Bank  never  fear, 
Your  fecurity's  certain  for  more  than  one  year. 
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Then  ye   knaves  and  ye  fools,  ye  maids,  widows,   and 

wives, 
Come  caft  away  care,  and  rejoice  all  your  lives  ; 
For  fince  England  was  England,  I  dare  boldly  fay, 
There  ne'er  was  fuch  caufe  for  a  Thankfgiving-day  ; 

For  if  we're  but  wife 

And  vote  for  the  Excife, 
Sir  Blue-String  declares  (and  you  know  he  ne'er  lies  !) 
The  merchants  and  tradefmen,  if  his  project  but  take, 
Shall  have  their  free  choice  to  hang,  drown,  or  break. 


VOL.  11. 
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THE    COUNTRYMAN'S    ANSWER    TO   THE 
BALLAD  CALLED  "  BRITANNIA  EXCIS'D." 

["  Sir  Robert  feeing,"  obferves  Lord  Hardwicke  in  his  Wal- 
poliana,  "  what  an  ill-ufe  was  made  of  the  prefs  againft  him,  fpared 
no  expenfe  to  defend  his  conducl  in  the  fame  way.  The  writers  he 
employed  were  by  no  means  of  the  firft-rate ;  but  when  he  and  his 
brother  took  the  trouble  to  dire£r.  or  overlook  their  performances, 
the  cafe  was  very  different. "  This  ballad  is  an  average  fpecimen  of 
the  wit  employed  on  the  minifterial  fide  ;  and  the  reader  will  probably 
conclude  with  Lord  Hardwicke,  that  it  is  "  by  no  means  firft-rate. " 
To  curry  favour  with  the  country  gentlemen  in  the  Houfe,  Wal- 
pole  intimated,  when  introducing  his  famous  excife  fcheme  to  their 
notice,  that  the  expected  large  increafe  of  trade,  and  of  money 
levied,  would  prefently  enable  him  to  abolifh  altogether  the  land 
tax;  an  intimation,  however,  that  produced  only  a  temporary 
effecT:.  The  ballad  writer  here  makes  the  moft  of  the  minifterial 
promife.] 

I. 

OLKS  are  mad  with  the  cries 
Of  No  General  Excife^ 

Impofed  on  factious  defigns  ; 

Yet,  for  all  their  dull  jokes, 
We  will  tax  the  rich  folks, 

And  clap  an  Excife  upon  wines. 


i73j.  GEORGE  II.  243 

[Chorus.)  Lords  of  manors  and  yeomen, 
Freeholders  and  gem'men, 
Drink  a  health  to  King  George,  your  friend  : 
'Tis  his  gracious  intent, 
With  his  good  Parliament, 
To  bring  the  Land-tax  to  an  end. 


11. 

By  faucy  petitions  *, 

That  ftir  up  feditions, 
Sham  Patriots  would  fain  do  their  job  ; 

Yet  the  land  mail  be  eaf 'd, 

And  the  landowners  pleaf'd, 
Maugre  our  Sovereign  Lord  the  Mob. 

[Chorus.)     Lords  of  manors,  &c. 

III. 

An  honeft  countryman, 

With  fifty-pounds  per  ann. 
(By  juft  calculation  'tis  found) 

Pays  more  taxes  for  that, 

Than  an  Alderman  fat 
For  a  plum  hundred  thoufand  pound. 

[Chorus.)     Lords  of  manors,  &c. 


*  Alluding  to  the  violent  petitions  againft  the  excife  fcheme, 
prefented  by  the  Common  Council  of  London,  and  the  inhabitants 
of  Coventry,  Nottingham,  &c. 

r  2 
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IV. 

Shall  we  ftill  tax  the  earth 

That  gives  all  things  their  birth  — 
And  return  her  good  gifts  with  opprefllon  ? 

Thy  chapel,  Saint  Stephen, 

Shall  make  all  things  even, 
And  take  off  the  land-tax  next  femon. 

[Chorus.)     Lords  of  manors,  &c. 


v. 

Should  the  wine  merchants  chatter, 

'Twould  be  no  great  matter, 
A  tax  upon  wine  is  a  wife  one ; 

It  will  hinder  the  tricks 

Of  the  vintners  that  mix, 
And  fave  half  the  kingdom  from  poifon. 

[Chorus.)     Lords  of  manors,  &c. 

VI. 

Tho'  the  money'd  men  roar, 

"  Tax  the  land  more  and  more, 
Ourintereft  will  ftill  be  the  ftronger;  "  — 

But  a  wife  Norfolk  Knight, 

Who  has  found  out  the  bite, 
Will  let  us  be  burthen'd  no  longer. 

[Chorus.)     Lords  of  manors,  &c. 
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VII. 

Tho'  a  party  mob  roars, 

And  talks  big  without-doors, 
With  menaces  hard  of  digeftion  ; 

Give  them  their  fongs  and  noife, 

And  mad  apprentice-boys, 
So  we  can  but  carry  our  queftion. 

[Chorus.)     Lords  of  manors,  &c. 
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THE  MODERN  PATRIOTS. 

A  PROPER    NEW  BALLAD.       HUMBLY  INSCRIBED    TO    THE 

ELECTORS    OF    MEMBERS    FOR    THE    ENSUING 

PARLIAMENT    OF    GREAT    BRITAIN. 

[When,  in  1724,  Pulteney  quarrelled  with  his  old  friend  and  col- 
league Walpole,  and  refigned  the  office  of  Cofferer  to  the  Houfehold, 
the  great  Whig  party  was  divided  fhortly  afterwards  into  two  fec- 
tions,  of  which  thofe  eminent  ftatefmen  became  the  refpective  leaders. 
Pulteney's  party  was  diftinguifhed  by  the  name  of"  The  Patriots;" 
and,  as  he  oftentatioufly  efchewed  the  exclufive  policy  of  his  rival, 
it  included  all  the  moft  talented  and  ambitious  youth  who  at  this 
time  entered  into  public  life.  The  Patriots  "  conceived  (fays  Ma- 
caulay)  that  the  theory  of  the  Tory  Oppolition,  and  the  practice  of 
Walpole's  government,  were  alike  inconfiftent  with  the  principles 
of  liberty  ;  they  accordingly  repaired  to  the  ftandard  which  Pul- 
teney had  fet  up.  While  oppoling  the  Whig  minifter,  they  pro- 
feffed  a  firm  adherence  to  the  pureft  doctrines  of  Whiggifm.  He 
was  the  fchifmatic,  they  were  the  true  catholics,  the  peculiar  people, 
the  depofitaries  of  the  orthodox  faith  of  Hampden  and  Ruffell,  the 
one  feet  which,  amidil  the  corruptions  generated  by  time  and  by  the 
long  poifeffion  of  power,  had  preferved  inviolate  the  principles  of 
the  Revolution." 

This  ballad  was  written  in  anticipation  of  the  general  election  of 
1734,  and  it  warns  the  electors  of  the  evil  defigns  of  the  felf-named 
"  Patriots."  In  the  ftruggle  that  followed  thefe  were  doomed  to 
difappointment ;  the  minifterialifts  returned  to  the  Houfe  as  powerful 
as  ever.] 
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HEmufe  of  good  Patriots  now  virtuoufly  lings, 
Who  are  lovers  of  freedom,  and  haters  of 

kings; 
Bad    minifters,    too,   they   both    hate    and 
defpife, 
For  'tis  by  their  downfal  thefe  good  men  muft  rife. 

With  a  hey  deny,  &c. 

Old  Rome,  it  is  faid,  had  of  patriots  great  ftore, 
Who  fo  well  lov'd  their  country,  that  by  it  they  fwore  ; 
Nay  fome,  we  are  told,  were  fo  gallant  and  brave, 
They  leap'd  into  gulphs,  their  country  to  fave. 

With  a  hey  derry,  &c. 

But  Britain,  Great  Britain,  the  queen  of  the  Ifles, 
On  whofe  barren  mountains  fair  Liberty  fmiles, 
Hath  Patriots  who  out-do  thefe  Roman  out-doings, 
And  pull  down  their  country  to  lie  in  its  ruins. 

With  a  hey  derry,  &c. 

Of  all  thefe  fam'd  Patriots,  fo  tight  and  fo  true, 
It  would  take  too  much  time  for  a  thorough  review ; 
But  a  few  of  thefe  worthies  'tis  fit  we  record, 
And  the  firft  is  a  fquire,  that  once  was  a  lord.* 

With  a  hey  derry,  &c. 


Henry  St.  John,  Lord  Bolingbroke. 
r4 
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This  pink  of  all  fquires,  while  yet  but  a  lad, 

The  habits  of  bufiness  moll  perfectly  had  ; 

But  he  rambled  fo  much,  that  thefe  habits  were  torn, 

And  out  of  the  elbows,  when  fcarcely  half  worn. 

With  a  hey  deny,  &c. 

The  Treaty  of  Peace  *,  which  was  made  in  his  time, 
Hath  often  adminifter'd  matter  for  rhime  ; 
It  is  therefore  a  jeft,  and  quite  out  of  feafon, 
To  fay  that  he  made  it  without  rhime  or  reafon. 

With  a  hey  deny,  &c. 

Whate'er  were  its  faults,  they  have  taught  him  the  wit, 
The  blots  of  his  neighbours  the  better  to  hit : 
As  oftentimes  poets,  whofe  writings  were  damn'd  f, 
Have  after  for  critics  been  notably  fam'd. 

With  a  hey  derry,  &c. 

Ye  obftinate  Whigs,  oh  !  do  not  miftruft 
A  Statefman  fo  wife,  and  a  Patriot  fo  juft  : 
All  fides  he  hath  fold ;  fo  we  fafely  may  fay, 
That  now  he  hath  none  but  himfelf  to  betray. 

With  a  hey  derry,  &c. 

The  next  is  a  Squire,  who  once  roafted  a  b<(hop  £, 
And  an  excellent  feaft  to  the  courtiers  did  dim  up  ; 

*  The  Treaty  of  Utrecht. 

f  An  allufion  to  his  friend  Pope's  failure  as  a  dramatic  writer. 

X  William  Pulteney  (afterwards  Earl  of  Bath),  who  had  drawn 
up  the  report  of  the  parliamentary  committee  againft  Bifhop  At- 
terbury. 
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But  he  turn'd  cat  in  pan,  as  foon  as  debarr'd 
Of  the  perquifite  fauce,  which  he  thought  his  reward. 

With  a  hey  deny,  &c. 

And  now  ever  fince  he  hath  warmly  efpouf'd 
The  caufe  of  his  country,  and  liberty  rouf 'd  : 
And  he'll  roufe  it  again,  for  he  that's  pofTeft 
With  the  fpirit  of  envy  can  let  nothing  reft. 

With  a  hey  deny,  &c. 

Of  all  that  are  in  it  no  man  in  the  realm 

Is  fo  proper  as  he  to  fit  at  the  helm ; 

For  he  knows  all  thofe   fecrets  which  fome  would  keep 

dark, 
By  poffeffing  th'  eftate  of  a  treafury-clerk. 

With  a  hey  deny,  &c. 

But  were  he  its  head,  he  would  be  a  good  one  — 
Ah  !  then  we  mould  furely  grow  rich  on  a  fudden  ; 
For  riches  have  wings,  old  philofophers  fay, 
And  he'd  certainly  clip  them,  to  purchafe  their  ftay. 

With  a  hey  deny,  &c. 

To  thefe  worthies  the  next  that  in  rank  doth  fucceed 
Is  a  worfhipful  Knight  of  the  Weft-Saxon  breed*  ; 

*  Sir  William  Wyndham,  M.P.  for  Somerfetfhire,  a  noted  Jaco- 
bite and  leader  of  the  Tories. 
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A  corner  that  famous  of  old  time  hath  been 
For  railing  at  courts,  and  all  folks  that  are  in. 

With  a  hey  deny,  &c. 

With  this  Knight  oft  is  join'd  an  honeft  Sir  John  *, 
Of  whom  fome  folks  fay,  that  he  only  makes  one  ; 
But  to  hear  him  expofe  the  Minifter's  blunders, 
You'd  fwear  he's  the  wonderful  wonder  of  wonders  ! 

With  a  hey  derry,  &c. 

Sir  John  f  of  the  City's  the  next  on  our  card, 
Who  furely  deferves  a  Patriot's  reward  ; 
A  man  of  great  honour,  who  damn'd  the  Excife, 
To  hinder  the  progrefs  of  Cuftom-houfe  lies. 

With  a  hey  derry,  &c. 

That  he  and  his  brethren  did  cry  the  fcheme  down 
Was  meant  in  great  duty,  no  doubt,  to  the  Crown, 
Which  many  a  brave  brother-trader  muft  twice 
Have  been  forc'd  to  cheat  by  this  wicked  device. 

With  a  hey  derry,  &c. 


*  Sir  John  Rufhout,  MP.  for  Evefham,  is  probably  here  alluded 
to.  He  oppofed  the  excife  fcheme,  and  was  nominated  by  Pulteney 
a  Lord  of  the  Treafury,  upon  the  diffolution  of  the  Walpole  cabinet 
in  1742. 

f  Alderman  Sir  John  Barnard,  M.P.  for  the  city  of  London, 
who  feverely  rebuked  the  minifter  for  chara&erifing  thofe  who 
clamoured  about  the  doors  of  Parliament  as  no  better  than  "fturdy 
beggars." 
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The  next  is  a  fquire  of  remarkable  note  *, 
Who,  during  his  life,  an  excife  ne'er  will  vote, 
Unlefs  that  himfelf  (ay,  that's  the  condition), 
All  frauds  to  prevent,  be  the  firft  in  commiflion. 

With  a  hey  derry,  &c. 

He  who  brings  up  the  rear  (till  next  diflblution) 
Is  famous  for  zeal  to  the  late  revolution  ; 
And  he  loves  it  fo  well,  that  moft  people  agree, 
Nought  he  longs  for  fo  much  as  another  to  fee.  f 

With  a  hey  derry,  &c. 

Thefe,  thefe  are  the  Patriots,  ye  Britifh  freeholders, 
Whom  ev'ry  man  ought  to  exalt  on  his  moulders, 
And  fend  to  St.  Stephen's  to  pay  off  our  taxes, 
And  bully  bafe  courtiers  with  halters  and  axes. 

With  a  hey  derry,  &c. 

A  fenate  like  this,  in  the  fpace  of  feven  years, 
Would  quite  put  an  end  to  all  factions  and  fears  ; 
And  leave  us  the  comfort  (fools  call  it  a  curfe), 
That  matters  muft  end,  when  they  can  be  no  worfe. 

With  a  hey  derry,  &c. 


Sir  Paul  Methuen.  f  Alderman  Perry  ? 
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THE  TINKER  TURN'D  POLITICIAN  ;  OR, 
CALEB'S  METAMORPHOSIS. 


[The  weekly  Craft/man,  edited  by  the  poet  Nicholas  Amhurft, 
under  the  pfeudonyra  of  Caleb  d'Anvers,  was  the  moft  ably  con- 
duced, the  moft  unfcrupulous,  and  the  moft  influential  political 
paper  of  the  age.  Colley  Cibber  ftates  that  as  many  as  1 0,000  or 
12,000  copies  were  fold  in  a  day.  Amhurft  was  affifted  by  Henry 
St.  John,  Lord  Bolingbroke,  William  Pulteney,  afterwards  Earl  of 
Bath,  and  other  leaders  of  the  Oppofition,  but  principally  by  thofe 
two  noblemen.  The  downfal  of  the  Walpole  miniftry  was  accele- 
rated, if  it  was  not  direclly  brought  about,  by  the  fiercenefs  of 
"  Caleb's "  aflaults.  To  the  difgrace  of  Pulteney,  when  he  had 
fucceeded  in  getting  his  party  into  power,  he  ignored  the  twenty 
years'  fervices  of  Amhurft,  and  fuffered  his  drudge  to  die  of  a 
broken  heart  in  abfolute  want. 

This  ballad,  which  is  one  of  the  beft  that  emanated  from  the 
minifterial  party,  is  principally  directed  againft  Pulteney,  and  ex- 
pofes  the  inconfiftency  of  himfelf  and  followers  in  their  attacks  upon 
the  Government.  "  With  refpeft  to  Walpole's  foreign  policy  " 
(obferves  Mr.  Wright,  in  his  Hiftory  of  England  under  the  Houfe  of 
Hanover),  the  factious  character  of  the  Oppofition  was  becoming 
fo  apparent,  that  it  now  caufed  little  embarraflment  or  uneafinefs  to 
the  Government,  and  exhibited  itfelf  publicly  in  a  way  not  likely  to 
produce  much  effe6l.  At  the  beginning  of  1734,  when  a  peace 
leemed  to  be  fecurely  eftabliftied,  the  <  Patriots '  had  clamoured  for 
war.  A  few  months  after  this  a  war  appeared  imminent,  and  then 
the  fame  Oppofition  cried  out  for  peace,  and  complained  that  the 
Government  was  unneceilarily   involving   the   nation    in   hoftilities 
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with  its  neighbours.  Before  the  end  of  1735  the  danger  had 
vanifhed,  and  then  the  Oppofition  became  as  warlike  as  ever,  and 
the  Englifh  people  was  told  daily  and  weekly  of  the  pufillanimity 
of  its  rulers."] 


N  the  ifland  of  Britain,  an  ifle  of  great  fame, 
There  once  liv'd  a  Tinker,  and  Caleb  his 

name ; 
So  curious  his  tools,  and  fo  nice  was  his 
ftroke, 
That  all  artifts  befide  he  out-did,  and  he  broke. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

No  workman  but  he  did  his  work  underftand, 
But  all  was  quite  finifh'd  that  came  from  his  hand  ; 
Tho'  he  did  what  moft  tinkers  are  wont  for  to  do, 
And  each  hole  that  he  mended  he  always  made  two. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

His  wares  coft  him  little  for  any  defign, 
And  for  metal,  'twas  feldom  he  travell'd  the  mine ; 
No  merchant  he  needed  to  find  him  in  brafs, 
For  whatever  he  wanted  he  took  from  his  face. 

Deny  down,  &c.  ■ 


Our  artifts,  and  learn'd  virtuofos  of  old, 
Could  tin  or  could  copper  convert  into  gold 
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So  each  metal  he  ufed,  would,  in  ev'ry  degree, 
When  rubb'd  on  his  front,  turn  as  brazen  as  he. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Now  tir'd  with  his  trade,  his  profeflion  he  hates, 
And  from  patching  of  pans,  falls  to  mending  of  States ; 
His  fhears  not  io  keen  as  the  journals  he  writ, 
For  there's  nothing  like  ftarving  to  make  you  a  wit. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Now  our  tinkering  fcribe,  with  the  dafh  of  his  quill, 
Without  help  of  a  reafon  can  prove  what  he  will  ; 
While  his  effay  each  week  that  the  law  doth  defy, 
Into  truth,  when  he  pleafes,  can  tinker  a  lie. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

If  you  afk  his  advice,  the  new  ftatefman  with  eafe 
Can  ftrike  out  a  war,  or  can  plan  out  a  peace  ; 
By  turns  he  can  prove  them  a  bleffing  or  curfe, 
And  a  peace  fhall  be  bad,  yet  a  war  fhall  be  worfe. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Your  Lords  and  your  Commons  may  vote  what  they  will, 

If  the  tinker's  learn'd  fenate  is  pleaf'd  with  their  bill  ; 

For  in  fpite  of  your   Hardwick,  your  Willes,  and   your 

Strange, 

There    is    nothing     good    law    but    what's    lik'd    at    the 

'Change. 

Derrv  down,  &c. 
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If  you  libel  your  fov'reign,  'tis  honeft  and  fair ; 
But  'tis  treafon,  or  worfe,  if  you  laugh  at  the  may'r : 
A  king  on  his  throne  you  may  fafely  reproach  ; 
But  never,  ah  !   never,  a  fh'rieve  in  his  coach  ! 

Deny  down,  &c. 

'Tis  hanging,  or  worfe,  'gainft  mobs  to  proteft, 
While  the  fur  is  quite  facred,  the  ermine's  a  jeft  j 
A  certain  good  fign  of  a  citizen's  grace, 
If  he  laughs  at  the  fceptre  — and  bows  to  the  mace. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

In  his  lift  you  may  read  a  new  patriot  each  week, 
And  much  better  than  any  from  Latin  or  Greek, 
Where  the  breaft  of  his  St.  John  is  grac'd  with  a  ftar  — 
For  his  head  is  not  yet  to  be  feen  on  the  Bar.* 

Derry  down,  &c. 

*  Temple  Bar,  where  the  heads  of  traitors  were  ufually  expofed. 
The  ingratitude  of  Bolingbroke  to  the  King,  in  return  for  his  life 
and  liberty,  was  the  fubjecl  of  manyfevere  epigrams;  but  none,  per- 
haps, comparable  with  the  following,  written  in  1733  :  — 

Aye  and  No: 
When  from  the  axe  good  D'Anvers  flew, 

And  to  his  King  for  mercy  cried  ; 
His  generous  King  the  axe  withdrew, 

AnAyes  !  to  all  he  afk'd  replied. 
His  monarch's  goodnefs  to  repay, 

When  movM  to  a£r  againft  the  foes 
Of  him  who  gave  him  life — 'twas  nay! 

And  all  his  voice  could  breathe  were  noes ! 

O  George  !  had'ft  thou  this  Craft/man  known, 
The  fentence  had  not  feem'd  amifs, 
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See  there  is  his  fword,  and  his  fpurs,  and  his  George, 
All  polifh'd  quite  nice  at  the  tinker's  own  forge  ; 
Tho'  the  artift  was  out,  as  mod  heralds  agree, 
Who  inftead  of  his  neck,  ty'd  the  firing  to  his  knee. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

With  quiet,  and  fighting,  by  turns  he  is  vext, 
And  what  faves  us  this  fummer  (hall  fink  us  the  next  ; 
'Tis  bad  in  the  morning  —  'tis  better  at  noon  ; 
And  our  wifdom  in  May  fhall  be  madnefs  in  June. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Our  fage,  with  a  fet  of  new  morals  now  fraught, 
Makes  faction  the  virtue,  and  duty  the  fault ; 
'Gainft  the  foes  of  his  country  his  pen  does  employ, 
Gives  the  halter  to  Freeman  *,  the  wreath  to  Molloy.f 

Derry  down,  &c. 

For  life  when  cringing  to  thy  throne, 
Had'ft  thou  laid  no  !  inftead  of yes  ! 
Yet  tho'  his  pen  fo  long  has  rav'd, 

Let  him  in  time  chaftife  his  quill ; 
That  law  whofe  aye  !  has  often  fav'd, 
May  one  time  have  a  no !  to  kill. 
*   Alluding  to  the  author  of  a   pamphlet  publifhed  in  1734,  and 
entitled,  The  Merits  of  the  Craft/man  confidered ;  or  a  Difplay  of  the 
Injuries  offered  by  that  Party,  not  only  to  the  Minijhy  but  to  their 
Majefties  and  the  Conjiitution. 

f  An  Irifli  Jefuit,  and  conduftor,  conjointly  with  Lords  Chefter- 
field  and  Lyttleton,  of  Common  Senfe ;  or  the  Engliflimari 's  Journal. 
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Ye  wits,  and  ye  witlings  —  plebeians  or  peers, 
Who  fquirt  out  your  fpleen  in  your  dull  Gazetteers  ; 
You  may  laugh  till  you  burft,  if  the  Court  is  your  theme, 
But  to  laugh  at  the  City,  you  almoft  blafpheme. 

Derry  down,  &c.   ■ 

If  you  follow  his  counfel,  he'll  mow  you  a  way, 
How  Cadiz  or  Breft  may  be  won  in  a  day  — 
If  you  break  but  old  Haddock,  the  Spaniards  muft  fall, 
And  give  his  commiflion  and  flag  to  brave  Hall.* 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Of  a  navy  this  captain  can  fave  you  the  charge, 
And  can  fink  you  a  fleet  with  a  lighter  or  barge ; 
Who  wants  no  battalions  for  fighting  —  nor  more 
To  ftorm  you  a  town,  than  an  army  of  four. 

Derrv  down,  &c. 

'Twas  wrong  in  Sir  Robert  to  fufFer  our  foe, 
A  gale  from  the  weft,  a  whole  fummer  to  blow  ; 
That  he  kept  not  the  winds,  like  the  Senate,  in  pay, 
To  drive  both  the  fleet  and  Sir  John  from  Torbay. 

Derry  down,  &c. 


*  Captain  Richard  Haddock,  who,  for  fifteen  years,  was  Comp- 
troller of  the  Navy,  and  died  at  a  very  advanced  age  in  1751. 
Captain  Hall  was  an  officer  who  had  greatly  diftinguifhed  himfelf 
during  the  Spanifh  war  by  capturing  a  fort  with  the  aid  of  four 
men  only. 
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Oh  !   George  —  if  you  find  any  weaknefs  or  flaws 
In  the  fchemes  of  your  clofet,  or  make  of  your  laws, 
Our  tinker  to  fhow  you  his  art  is  not  fmall, 
With  a  folder  he  makes  ye,  can  clofe  'em  up  all. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

Tho'  not  with  a  hammer,  his  genius  is  ftill 
At  work,  full  as  bufy,  with  ink  and  a  quill ; 
Since  in  ev'ry  profeflion,  a  ftatefman  or  quack, 
He  is  much  better  pleaf'd  that  his  work  mould  be  black. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

If  his  tricks  you  ftill  like,  you  may  have  him  agen, 
Who  has  nothing  now  left  him  to  fell  —  but  his  pen  ; 
From  the  foe,  for  a  guinea,  may  fteal  him  away  — 
For  he  fights,  like  a  Switzer,  alone  for  his  pay. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

For  a  bribe  (that  he  hates  !)  he  will  prove  what  you  will, 
And  you're  fure  of  his  heart,  if  his  pocket  you  fill ; 
Then  the  Senate  and  King  fhall  their  duty  difcharge, 
And  their  fchemes  fhall  be  wife,  if  his  pay  is  but  large. 

Deny  down,  &o 
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ADMIRAL  HOSIER'S  GHOST. 

BY  THOMAS  GLOVER. 

[No  declaration  of  war  ever  gave  greater  fatisfaction  to  the  popu- 
lace than  that  againft  Spain  in  1739,  anc^  no  war  was  ever  more 
languidly  conduced.  The  only  event  that  threw  any  luftre  upon  it 
was  the  capture  of  Porto  Bello,  on  the  22nd  of  November  in  the 
fame  year,  by  Admiral  Vernon,  with  fix  (hips  of  the  line.  This 
partial  fuccefs  was  in  no  way  attributable  either  to  his  fuperior 
courage  or  ikill  as  an  officer ;  neverthelefs,  being  cried  up  by  the 
Oppolition  as  a  "  patriot,"  he  obtained  for  a  feafon  a  profeffional 
reputation  infinitely  beyond  his  deferts.  His  vanity  led  him  to 
complain  that  he  was  checked  in  his  victorious  career  by  the  neg- 
lect: of  minifters  at  home ;  and  the  Oppofition  infinuated,  in  prints 
and  caricatures,  that  the  Government  would  willingly  fee  Vernon's 
armament  perifh  in  inactivity,  juft  as  they  had  fuffered  that  of 
Admiral  Hofier,  on  the  fame  ftation,  in  1726.  To  the  factious 
proceedings  of  Pulteney  and  his  party,  we  are  indebted  for  one  of 
the  beft  and  moll  pathetic  ballads  in  our  language.] 

S  near  Porto  Bello  lying 

On  the  gently  fwelling  flood, 

At  midnight  with  ftreamers  flying, 

Our  triumphant  navy  rode  ; 

There  while  Vernon  fat  all-glorious 

From  the  Spaniards'  late  defeat, 

And  his  crews,  with  fhouts  victorious, 

Drank  fuccefs  to  England's  fleet. 

s  2 
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On  a  fudden,  fhrilly  founding, 

Hideous  yells  and  fhrieks  were  heard ; 
Then,  each  heart  with  fear  confounding, 

A  fad  troop  of  ghofts  appear'd, 
All  in  dreary  hammocks  fhrouded, 

Which  for  winding-meets  they  wore, 
And  with  looks  by  forrow  clouded, 

Frowning  on  that  hoftile  more. 

On  them  gleam'd  the  moon's  wan  luftre, 

When  the  made  of  Hofier  brave 
His  pale  bands  was  feen  to  mufter, 

Rifing  from  their  watery  grave. 
O'er  the  glimmering  wave  he  hied  him, 

Where  the  Burford  *  rear'd  her  fail, 
With  three  thoufand  ghofts  befide  him, 

And  in  groans  did  Vernon  hail. 

"  Heed,  O  heed  our  fatal  ftory,  — 

I  am  Hofier's  injur'd  ghoft,  — 
You  who  now  have  purchaf'd  glory 

At  this  place  where  I  was  loft  ! 
Though  in  Porto  Bello's  ruin 

You  now  triumph  free  from  fears, 
When  you  think  on  our  undoing, 

You  will  mix  your  joy  with  tears. 

*   The  name  of  Admiral  Vernon's  fhip. 
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"  See  thefe  mournful  fpe£lres  fweeping 

Ghaftly  o'er  this  hated  wave, 
Whofe  wan  cheeks  are  ftain'd  with  weeping- 

Thefe  were  Englifh  captains  brave  ! 
Mark  thofe  numbers  pale  and  horrid,  — 

Thofe  were  once  my  failors  bold ! 
Lo  !  each  hangs  his  drooping  forehead, 

While  this  difmal  tale  is  told. 


"  I,  by  twenty  fail  attended, 

Did  this  Spanifh  town  affright : 
Nothing  then  its  wealth  defended, 

But  my  orders  not  to  fight. 
Oh  !  that  in  this  rolling  Ocean 

I  had  caft  them  with  difdain, 
And  obey'd  my  heart's  warm  motion, 

To  have  quell' d  the  pride  of  Spain  ! 


"  For  refiftance  I  could  fear  none, 
But  with  twenty  mips  had  done 

What  thou,  brave  and  happy  Vernon, 
Haft  achiev'd  with  fix  alone. 

Then  the  baftimentos  never 
Had  our  foul  difhonour  feen, 

Nor  the  fea  the  fad  receiver 

Of  this  gallant  train  had  been. 

s3 
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"  Thus,  like  thee,  proud  Spain  difmaying, 

And  her  galleons  leading  home, 
Though,  condemn'd  for  difobeying, 

I  had  met  a  traitor's  doom  ; 
To  have  fallen,  my  country  crying, 

He  has  play'd  an  Englifh  part, 
Had  been  better  far  than  dying 

Of  a  griev'd  and  broken  heart. 


"  Unrepining  at  thy  glory, 

Thy  fuccefsful  arms  we  hail ; 
But  remember  our  fad  ftory, 

And  let  Hofier's  wrongs  prevail. 
Sent  in  this  foul  clime  to  languifh, 

Think  what  thoufands  fell  in  vain, 
Wafted  with  difeafe  and  anguim, 

Not  in  glorious  battle  flain. 


"  Hence  with  all  my  train  attending, 

From  their  oozy  tombs  below, 
Thro'  the  hoary  foam  afcending, 

Here  I  feel  my  conftant  woe  : 
Here  the  baftimentos  viewing, 

We  recall  our  fhameful  doom, 
And  our  plaintive  cries  renewing, 

Wander  thro'  the  midnight  gloom. 
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"  O'er  thefe  waves  for  ever  mourning 

Shall  we  roam  depriv'd  of  reft, 
If  to  Britain's  mores  returning 

You  neglect  my  juft  requeft. 
After  this  proud  foe  fubduing, 

When  your  Patriot  friends  you  fee, 
Think  on  vengeance  for  my  ruin, 

And  for  England  fham'd  in  me  !  ' 


34 
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THE  LATE  GALLANT  EXPLOITS 

OF    A 

FAMOUS    BALANCING   CAPTAIN. 


[Horace  Walpole,  writing  to  Sir  Horace  Mann,  2nd  Nov.  174.1, 
fays  :  "  The  Neutrality  begins  to  break  out,  and  threatens  to  be  an 
excife  or  convention.  The  newfpapers  are  full  of  it,  and  the  prefs 
teems.  It  has  already  produced  three  pieces  :  '  The  Groans  of  Ger- 
many,' .  .  .  '  Bedlam,  a  poem  on  his  Majefty's  happy  efcape  from 
his  German  dominions,  and  all  the  wifdom  of  his  conduct  there.' 
.  .  .  The  third  piece  is  a  ballad  ['The  Balancing  Captain'], 
which,  not  for  the  goodnefs,  but  for  the  excefTive  abufe  of  it,  I  mail 
tranfcribe." 

The  following  circumftances  gave  rife  to  this  offenfive  ballad. 
By  the  "  Pragmatic  Sanction,"  which  was  guaranteed  by  all  the 
great  European  Powers,  Maria  Therefa,  Queen  of  Hungary,  and 
eldeft  daughter  of  Charles  VI.,  Emperor  of  Germany,  was  to  fuc- 
ceed  to  all  her  father's  hereditary  Hates  ;  but  being  oppofed,  firft 
by  the  Elector  of  Bavaria,  and  then  by  the  King  of  Pruflia,  fhe 
appealed  to  England.  The  Englifh  parliament  voted  her  a  fubfidy 
of  300,000/.,  with  which  King  George  haftened  over  to  the  Conti- 
nent. Suddenly,  however,  fearing  that  his  Hanoverian  dominions 
might  be  facrificed  in  the  forthcoming  ftruggle,  he  determined  to 
abandon  the  caufe  of  the  unfortunate  Queen,  and  fo  concluded  with 
her  enemies  a  neutrality  for  one  year.  His  own  people  felt  quite  as 
indignant  as  the  Queen  at  fuch  conduct.] 
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To  the  tune  of  "  The  King  and  the  Miller."" 


I. 


'LL  tell  you  a  ftory  as  ftrange  as  'tis  new, 
Which  all,  who're  concern'd,  will  allow  to 

be  true, 
Of  a  Balancing  Captain*,  well  known  here- 
abouts, 
Return'd  home  (God  fave  him  !)  a  mere  King  of  Clouts. 

Return'd  home,  &c. 

n. 

This  Captain  he  takes,  in  a  G<?A/-balafted  fhip, 
Each  fummer  to  Terra  Damnofa  a  trip  ; 
For  which  he  begs,  borrows,  fcrapes  all  he  can  get, 
And  runs  his  poor  Owners  moft  vilely  in  debt. 

And  runs,  &c. 

in. 

The  laft  time  he  fet  out  for  this  blefTed  place, 
He  met  them,  and  told  them  a  piteous  cafe, 
Of  a  Sifter  f  of  his,  who,  though  bred  up  at  Court, 
Was  ready  to  perifh  for  want  of  fupport. 

Was  ready,  &c. 


*   King  George  II.  was  ufually  defignated  "  the  captain  "  by  the 
Jacobites. 

f  Maria  Therefa,  Queen  of  Hungary. 


266  POLITICAL  BALLADS.  ,74I. 

IV. 

This  Hun-gry  Sifter,  he  then  did  pretend, 
Would  be  to  his  Owners  a  notable  friend, 
If  they  would  at  that  critical  juncture  fupply  her  : 
They  did — but,  alas  !   all  the  fat's  in  the  fire. 

They  did,  &c. 

v. 

This  our  Captain  no  fooner  had  finger'd  the  cole, 
But  he  hies  him  abroad  with  good  Madame  Vole — 
Where,  like  a  true  tinker,  he  manag'd  this  metal, 
And,  whilft  he  ftopt  one  hole,  made  ten  in  the  kettle. 

And  whilft,  &c. 

VI, 

His  Sifter,  whom  he  to  his  Owners  had  fworn 
To  fee  duly  fettled  before  his  return, 
He  gulls  with  bland  meffages  fent  to  and  fro, 
Whilft  he,  underhand,  claps  up  a  Peace  with  her  foe. 

Whilft  he,  &c. 

VII. 

He  then  turns  this  Sifter  adrift  and  declares, 

"  Her  moft  mortal  foes  were  her  father's  right  heirs ; " 

God   zounds  !    cries   the  world,  fuch    a   ftep   ne'er  was 

taken, — - 
"  O  ho  !  "  fays  Noll  Bluff*, "  I  have  fav'd  my  own  bacon  !  " 

O  ho !  &c. 
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VIII. 

"  Let   France    damn   the    Germans,    and    undamn    the 

Dutch, 
And  Spain,  on  old  England,  pirn  ever  fo  much ; 
Let  Ruflia  bang  Sweden,  or  Sweden  bang  that, 
I  care  not,  by  Robert !  one  kick  of  my  hat  !* 

I  care  not,  &c. 


IX. 

"  So  I  by  myfelf  can  Noun  Subftantive  ftand, 
Impofe  on  my  Owners ,  and  fave  my  own  Land  ; 
You  call  me  Mafculine,  Feminine,  Neuter,  or  Block, 
Be  what  will  the  gender,  Sirs,  hie,  hac^  or  hoc. 

Be  what,  &c. 


x. 

"  Or  mould  my  chouf'd  Owners  begin  to  look  four, 
I'll  truft  to  mate  Bob  f  to  exert  his  old  pow'r, 
Regit  animos  diftis,  or  nummis,  with  eafe ; 
So,  fpite  of  your  growling,  I'll  act  as  I  pleafe. 

So  fpite,  &c. 


*  The  immenfe  cocked-hat  which  George  II.  wore  was  no  lefs 
the  fport  of  the  wits  of  the  day  than  his  Majefty's  extreme 
frugality. 

•f-  Walpole. 
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XI. 

Yet  worfe,  in  this  trait'rous  Contrail,  'tis  faid, 
Such  terms  are  agreed  to,  fuch  promifes  made, 
That  his  Owners  muft  foon  feeble  beggars  become — 
Hold  !  cries  the  Crown-Office,  'ware  (lander,  —  fo  mum! 

Hold  !  cries,  Sec. 

XII. 

This  fecret,  however,  muft  out  on  the  day 
That  he  meets  his  poor  Owners  to  afk  for  more  pay ; 
And,  I  fear,  when  they  come  to  adjuft  the  account, 
A  naught  for  a  Balance,  will  prove  their  amount. 

A  naught  for  a,  &c. 
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ARGYLE'S  ADVICE 

TO 

SIR  ROBERT  WALPOLE  : 

A    COURT    BALLAD. 

[At  the  meeting  of  Parliament  in  Nov.  1740,  the  Oppofition, 
mindful  of  the  approaching  elections,  {trained  every  nerve  to  aggra- 
vate the  difficulties  and  blacken  the  character  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole, 
whole  tenure  of  office  had  now  lafted  nearly  twenty  years.  But  the 
grand  attack  upon  the  envied  minifter  was  referved  for  the  13th 
Feb.  1 741,  when  Sandys  in  the  Commons,  and  Carteret  in  the 
Lords,  fimultaneoufly  arraigned  both  his  foreign  and  domeftic 
policy  during  the  whole  courfe  of  his  long  adminiftration,  and 
ended  by  moving  that  he  mould  be  difmiffed  from  his  Majefty's 
prefence  and  counfels  for  ever.  After  lengthened  debates  in  the 
two  Houfes,  in  which  the  moft  diftinguilhed  fpeakers  took  part,  the 
refpeftive  motions  were  rejecled  by  overwhelming  majorities.  Wal- 
pole's  triumph  was  complete.  How  intenfely  he  was  envied,  or 
rather  hated,  by  his  opponents,  both  within  and  without  the  walls 
of  Parliament,  may  be  judged  from  this  and  other  contemporary 
ballads  levelled  againft  him,  which  for  groflhefs  of  perfonality  and 
threatenings  of  vengeance  far  exceeded  anything  of  the  kind  prac- 
tifed  even  in  the  days  of  Queen  Anne  or  her  predeceflbr.] 

To  the  tune  of11  The  King  and  the  Miller.'''' 

N  days  of  yore,  when  Statefmen  wore 
Clean  hands  and  honeft  faces, 
No  feuds  were  then  among  great  men, 
Nor  ftriving  for  high  places. 
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Their  only  aim  was  lafting  fame, 

Their  virtues  made  them  great,  Sir  ; 

But  now,  friend  Bob,  'tis  who  mall  rob 
The  Britifh  Church  and  State,  Sir. 

Of  that  good  fare  thou'ft  had  thy  fhare, 

And  feather'd  well  thy  neft,  Sir  ; 
Then  don't  provoke  the  German  folk 

To  facrifice  the  reft,  Sir.* 

Remember  that  the  rod  comes  pat, 

Its  lafhes  thou  malt  feel ; 
Although  thy  back  was,  like  thy  face, 

Cafe-harden'd  well  with  fteel. 

If  Pulteney  fail,  what  will  prevail, 

He  hath  not  low  to  fall,  Sir  ; 
If  thou  art  beat,  thou'ft  no  retreat, 

Thy  neck  muft  pay  for  all,  Sir. 

Now  fince,  alas  !  thus  ftands  thy  cafe, 

Robin,  look  fharp  about  thee  ; 
Stow  thick  thy  gold,  but  purfe  faft  hold, 

Or  the  Parliament  will  rout  thee. 


*  Alluding  to  the  Treaty  of  Hanover  (1725),  concluded  between 
England,  France,  and  Pruffia,  to  counteract  the  Viennese  alliance. 
The  danger  of  war  was  imminent,  but  the  pacific  policy  of  Walpole, 
feconded  by  Cardinal  Fleury,  the  French  minifter,  preferved  the 
peace  of  Europe. 
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If  thou  art  wife  thou'lt  rub  thy  eyes, 
To  make  thy  fight  more  clear,  Sir ; 

That  thou  mayft  fee  what's  like  to  be 
Abroad  as  well  as  here,  Sir. 

Confider  well,  the  road  to  hell 

Is  wide  and  free  to  all,  Sir ; 
But  heaven  it  hath  narrow  gates,  ' 

Where  few  can  pafs  at  all,  Sir. 

Therefore  take  care,  and  ftill  beware, 
That  thou  art  not  mifled,  Sir  ; 

If  thou  fhouldfr.  mifs  the  way  to  blifs, 
Thou'rt  d —  d  when  thou  art  dead,  Sir. 

See,  Robin,  pray  now  while  you  may, 
Save  your  neck  as  well  as  foul,  Sir  ; 

For  you  are  pray'd  for  night  and  day, 
To  fee  your  head  on  pole,  Sir  ! 
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A  NEW  COURT  BALLAD. 

BY  LORD  HERVEY. 


["For  want  of  news  (writes  Horace  Walpole  to  his  coufin  Mann, 
1 6th  Oct.  1742),  I  live  upon  ballads  to  you.     Here  is  one  that  has 
made  a  vaft  noife,  and  by  Lord  Hervey's  taking  great  pains  to  dif- 
perfe  it,  has  been  thought  his  own.     If  it  is,  he  has  taken  true  care 
to  difguife  the  nicenefs  of  his  ftyle."     Elfewhere  he  adds,  "  It  was 
certainly  written  by  Lord  Henley."     His  Lordfhip  was  Privy  Seal 
under  the  government  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  and  was  forced  to 
retire  with  that  minifter  in  1742.     The  ballad  defcribes  the  embar- 
raflinents  of  the  King,  who  had,  upon  being  reconciled  to  his  fon  in 
the  year  juft  mentioned,  unwillingly  acceded  to  the  Prince's  requeft 
to  receive  the  Lords   Carteret,  Wilmington,   and  other  Whig  co- 
alitionifts,  into  his  Cabinet.     The  fecond-named  nobleman  was  the 
nominal  head  of  the  new  miniftry,  but  the  firft  engrofTed  the  chief 
power.     In  the  following  extract  from  a  letter  containing  a  conver- 
fation  he  had  had  with  the  King  relative  to  thefe  minifterial  changes, 
addreffed  by  Lord  Hervey  to  his  father,  the  Earl  of  Briftol,  we  have 
not  only  the  author's  glofs  upon  his  own  fatirical  compofition,  but 
alio  a  clue  to  the  motives  by  which  he  was  actuated  when  he  penned 
it :  "  As  to   government,  the  prefent  pofture,  or  rather  no-pofture, 
but  chaos  of  things,  cannot  deferve  the  name,  for  government  there 
is  none.     The   titles  of  government  belong  not  to  perfons  who  ex- 
ercife  all  the  authority  of  it.  Your  Majefty  bears  the  name  of  King, 
and  wears  the  crown,  whilft  all  the  authority  of  the  one,  and  the 
power  of  the  other,  is  exercifed  by  another.     My  Lord  Carteret  has 
the  credit  in  your  clofet  and  the  name  of  your  minifter,  whilft  Mr. 
Pulteney  poflefles  and  exercifes  the  power  of  both.    Parliament  there 
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is  none  :  the  Secret  Committee  [appointed  to  examine  into  the  con- 
du<5l  of  Walpole]  has  abforbed  and  engrofled  the  whole  power  and 
authority  of  that  body  into  their  narrow  faction."] 


I. 

ENGLAND,  attend,  while  thy  fate   I   de- 
plore, 
Rehearfing  the  fchemes  and  the  conduct  of 
pow'r  j 

And  fince  only  of  thofe  who  have  power  I  fing, 
I  am  fure  none  can  think  that  I  hint  at  the  King. 

ii. 
From  the  time  his  fon  made  him  old  Robin  depofe, 
All  the  power  of  a  King  he  was  well  known  to  lofe  ; 
But  of  all  but  the  name  and  the  badges  bereft, 
Like  old  women,  his  paraphernalia  are  left. 

in. 

To  tell  how  he  fhook  in  St.  James'  for  fear, 
When  firft  thefe  new  minifters  bullied  him  there, 
Makes  my  blood  boil  with  rage,  to  think  what  a  thing 
They  have  made  of  a  man  we  obey  as  a  King. 

IV. 

Whom  they  pleaPd  they  put  in,  whom  they  pleafd  they 

put  out, 
And  juft  like  a  top  they  all  lafh'd  him  about; 
Whilft  he,  like  a  top  with  a  murmuring  noife, 
Seem'd  to  grumble,  but  turn'd  to  thefe  rude  laming  boys. 

VOL.  II.  T 
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v. 
At  laft  Carteret  arriving  fpolce  thus  to  his  grief, 
"  If  you'll  make  me  your  Doctor,  I'll  bring  you  relief; 
You  fee  to  your  clofet  familiar  I  come, 
And  feem  like  my  wife  in  the  circle  —  at  home." 

VI. 

Quoth   the  King,  "  My  good  lord,  perhaps,  you've  been 

told, 
That  I  uf'd  to  abufe  you  a  little  of  old ; 
But  now  bring  whom  you  will,  and  eke  turn  away, 
Let  but  me  and  my  money,  and  Walmoden  *  ftay." 

VII. 

"  For  you  and  Walmoden  I  freely  confent, 

But  as  for  your  money  I  muft  have  it  fpent ; 

I   have   promif'd  your  fon  (nay,  no   frowns)   fhall   have 

fome, 
Nor  think  'tis  for  nothing  we  Patriots  are  come. 

VIII. 

"  But,  however,  little  King,  fince  I  find  you  fo  good, 
Thus  ftooping  below  your  high  courage  and  blood, 
Put  yourfelf  in  my  hands,  and  I'll  do  what  I  can 
To  make  you  look  yet  like  a  King  and  a  man. 

*  The  Countefs  of  Yarmouth,  the  King's  miftrefs. 
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IX. 


At  your  Admiralty  and  your  Treafury-Board, 
To  fave  one  Tingle  man  you  fhan't  fay  a  word, 
For,  by  G— !  all  your  rubbifh  from  both  you  mail  moot, 
Walpole's  ciphers  and  Gafherry's  *  vaflals  to  boot. 

x. 

"  And  to  guard  Prince's  ears,  as  all  Statefmen  take  care, 
So  long  as  yours  are — not  one  man  mall  come  near  j 
For  of  all  your  Court-crew  we'll  leave  only  thofe 
Who  we  know  never  dare  to  fay  boh  !  to  a  goofe. 

XI. 

"  So  your  friend  booby  Grafton  f  I'll  e'en  let  you  keep, 
Awake  he  can't  hurt,  and  is  ftill  half-afleep  ; 
Nor  ever  was  dangerous,  but  to  womankind, 
And  his  body's  as  impotent  now  as  his  mind. 

XII. 

"  There's  another  Court-booby,  at  once  hot  and  dull, 
Your  pious  pimp,  SchutzJ,  a  mean  Hanover  tool ; 
For  your  card-play  at  night  he  too  mail  remain, 
With  virtuous,  and  fiber,  and  wife  Deloraine.§ 


*  Secretary  to  the  Admiralty. 

f   Charles  Fitzroy,  fecond  Duke  of  Grafton,  who  long  held  the 
poft  of  Chamberlain  of  the  King's  houfehold. 

I  Auguftus  Schutz,  Keeper  of  the  Privy  Purfe  and  Mafter  of  the 
Robes  to  George  II. 

§  The  Countefs -Dowager  of  Deloraine,  governefs  to  the  young 
PrincefTes. 

t  2 
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XIII. 

"  And  for  all  your  Court-nobles  who  can't  write  or  read, 
As  of  fuch  titled  ciphers  all  Courts  ftand  in  need, 
Who,  like  Parliament-Swifs,  vote  and  fight  for  their  pay, 
They're  as  good  as  a  new  fet  to  cry  yea  and  nay. 

XIV. 

"  Though  Newcaftle's  as  falfe  as  he's  filly,  I  know, 

By  betraying  old  Robin  to  me  long  ago, 

As  well  as  all  thofe  who  employ'd  him  before, 

Yet  I  leave  him  in  place,  but  I  leave  him  no  pow'r. 

xv. 
"  For  granting  his  heart  is  as  black  as  his  hat, 
With  no   more  truth  in  this,  than  there's  fenfe  beneath 

that; 
Yet  as  he's  a  coward,  he'll  make  when  I  frown  : 
You  call'd  him  a  rafcal,  I'll  ufe  him  like  one. 

XVI. 

"  And  fince  his  eftate  at  elections  he'll  fpend, 
And  beggar  himfelf,  without  making  a  friend  ; 
So  whilft  the  extravagant  fool  has  a  fous, 
As  his  brains  I  can't  fear,  fo  his  fortune  I'll  ufe. 

XVII. 

"  And  as  mifer  Hardwick,  with  all  Courts  will  draw, 
He  too  may  remain,  but  mail  ftick  to  his  law  ; 
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For,  of  foreign  affairs  when  he  talks  like  a  fool, 

I'll  laugh  in  his  face,  and  will  cry,  "  Go  to  fchool !  " 

XVIII. 

"  The  Countefs  of  Wilmington  *,  excellent  nurfe, 
I'll  truft  with  the  Treafury,  not  with  its  purfe  ; 
For  nothing  by  her  I've  refolv'd  fhall  be  done, 
She  fhall  fit  at  that  board,  as  you  fit  on  the  throne. 

XIX. 

"  Perhaps  now  you  expect  that  I  fhould  begin 
To  tell  you  the  men  I  defign  to  bring  in ; 
But  we're  not  yet  determin'd  on  all  their  demands — 
And  you'll  know  foon  enough,  when  they  come  to  kifs 
hands. 

xx. 
"  All  that  weather-cock  Pulteney  f  fhall  afk,  we   muft 

grant, 
For  to  make  him  a  great  noble  nothing  I  want ; 
And  to  cheat  fuch  a  man  demands  all  my  arts, 
For  though  he's  a  fool,  he's  a  fool  with  great  parts. 

*  Old  Sir  Spencer  Compton,  Earl  of  Wilmington,  who,  upon 
the  refignation  of  Sir  R.  Walpole,  was  nominated  Firft  Lord  of 
the  Treafury. 

f  Although  Pulteney  had  at  length  fucceeded  in  turning  out 
Walpole,  in  the  changes  that  followed  he  took  no  office  in  the  new 
miniftry  himfelf,  but  followed  his  great  rival  to  the  Lords,  as  Earl 
of  Bath,  before  the  clofe  of  the  feffion. 

t  3 
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XXI. 

"And  as  popular  Clodius,  the  Pulteney  of  Rome, 
From  a  noble,  for  power  did  plebeian  become, 
So  this  Clodius  to  be  a  Patrician  mail  choofe, 
Till  what  one  got  by  changing,  the  other  fhall  lofe. 

XXII. 

"  Thus  flatter'd,  and  courted,  and  gaz'd  at  by  all, 

Like  Phaeton,  raiPd  for  a  day,  he  mail  fall, 

Put  the  world  in  a  flame,  and  mow  he  did  ftrive 

To  get  reins  in  his  hand,  though  'tis  plain  he  can't  drive. 

XXIII. 

"  For  your  foreign  affairs,  howe'er  they  turn  out, 
At  leaft  I'll  take  care  you  fhall  make  a  great  rout: 
Then  cock  your  great  hat,  ftrut,  bounce,  and  look  bluff", 
For  though  kick'd  and  cuff'd  here,  you  fhall  there  kick 
and  cuff". 

XXIV. 

"  That  Walpole  did  nothing  they  all  uPd  to  fay, 
So  I'll  do  enough,  but  I'll  make  the  dogs  pay  ; 
Great  fleets  I'll  provide,  and  great  armies  engage, 
Whate'er  debts  we  make,  or  whate'er  wars  we  wage." 

XXV. 

With  cordials  like  thefe  the  Monarch's  new  gueft 
Reviv'd  his  funk  fpirits  and  gladden'd  his  breaft ; 
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Till  in  raptures  he  cried,  "  My  dear  lord,  you  fhall  do 
Whatever  you  will,  give  me  troops  to  review." 

XXVI. 

But,  oh  !  my  dear  England,  fince  this  is  thy  ftate, 
Who  is  there  that  loves  thee  but  weeps  at  thy  fate  ? 
Since  in  changing  thy  mafters,  thou'rt  juft  like  old  Rome, 
Whilft  Faction,  Oppreflion,  and  Slavery's  thy  doom  ! 

XXVII. 

For  though  you  have  made  that  rogue  Walpole  retire, 

You  are  out  of  the  frying-pan  into  the  fire  ! 

But  fince  to  the  Proteftant  line  I'm  a  friend, 

I  tremble  to  think  where  thefe  changes  may  end  ! 
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ROBIN  WILL  BE  OUT  AT  LAST. 


["  The  fate  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole's  character  as  a  minifter  (re- 
marks his  biographer,  Coxe)  has  been  extremely  fingular.  While 
he  was  in  power,  he  was  reviled  with  unceafing  obloquy,  and  his 
whole  conduit  arraigned  as  a  mafs  of  corruption  and  political  de- 
pravity. But  he  himfelf  lived  to  fee  the  propriety  of  his  preventive 
meafures  acknowledged  by  the  public.  As  time  foftened  the  afperi- 
ties  of  perfonal  animofity,  and  as  the  fpirit  of  party  fubfided,  there 
was  fcarcely  one  of  his  opponents  who  did  not  publicly  or  privately 
retracl:  their  unqualified  cenfures,  and  pay  a  due  tribute  to  the  wif- 
dom  of  the  general  principles  which  guided  his  adminiftration."  A 
greater  than  Archdeacon  Coxe  —  namely,  Burke  —  has  pronounced 
the  following  judgment  upon  Walpole  :  "The  prudence,  fteadinefs, 
and  vigilance  of  that  man,  joined  to  the  greateft  pofiible  lenity  in 
his  character  and  his  politics,  preferved  the  crown  to  this  royal 
family,  and,  with  it,  their  laws  and  liberties  to  this  country."  This 
ballad  appears  to  have  been  written  about  the  time  when  Walpole 
was  vainly  ftruggling  to  preferve  his  power.] 


OOD  people  draw  near, 

And  a  tale  you  fhall  hear, 
A  ftory  concerning  one  Robin  ; 
Who,  from  not  worth  a  groat, 
A  vaft  fortune  has  got, 
By  politics,  bubbles,  and  jobbing. 

Fa,  la. 
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But  a  few  years  ago, 

As  we  very  well  know, 
He  fcarce  had  a  guinea  his  fob  in  ; 

But  by  bribing  of  friends, 

To  ferve  his  dark  ends, 
Now  worth  a  full  million  is  Robin. 

That  his  bags  he  might  fill, 

He  brought  in  a  bill, 
Intitled  "  An  Act  againft  Mobbing  ;  " 

But  'twas  only  a  law 

To  keep  us  in  awe 
From  rifing  in  arms  againft  Robin. 

Each  poft  he  has  fill'd 
With  wretches  unfkilPd 

In  all  other  a&s  except  fobbing  ; 
For  no  men  of  fenfe 
Would  ever  commence 

Such  proftitute  creatures  for  Robin. 

By  the  fame  worthy  means 
We  have  bifhops  and  deans 

As  dull  as  blind  Bayard  and  Dobbin, 
That  both  church  and  ftate 
Draw  near  to  their  date 

By  the  excellent  meafures  of  Robin. 
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What  a  ftir  hath  he  made 

About  commerce  and  trade, 
About  china-ware,  lace,  and  bobbin  ; 

But  it's  very  well  known, 

That  all  this  was  done 
To  fkreen  other  projects  of  Robin. 

How  oft  hath  he  fwore 

That  he'd  fave  Gibraltore, 
With  a  face  full  as  grave  as  Judge  Probyn  ; 

Yet  frill,  like  the  Church, 

It  is  left  in  the  lurch, 
By  the  treaties  and  juggles  of  Robin. 

As  oft  hath  he  faid 

That  our  debts  mould  be  paid, 
And  the  nation  be  eafd  of  her  throbbing  ; 

Yet  on  tick  we  ftill  run, 

For  the  true  finking  fund 
Is  the  bottomlefs  pocket  of  Robin. 

Then  at  length  would  you  be 

From  fuch  foul  ufage  free, 
From  armies,  hard  taxes,  and  jobbing, 

You  muft  join  heart  and  hand, 

And  by  each  other  ftand, 
To  pull  down  the  plunderer  Robin. 
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Come  then,  let  a  full  glafs 
Round  to  King  and  Queen  pafs, 

Who  will  eafe  our  difconfolate  fobbing  ; 
(For  if  rightly  I  ween, 
Such  a  good  King  and  Queen 

Will  give  no  protection  to  Robin). 
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THE  STATESMAN'S  FALL  ; 

OR, 
SIR    BOB    IN    THE    DUST. 

A  nexv  hunting  fong  from  Wind/or. 

[On  the  nth  February,  1742,  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  after  twenty 
years'  tenure  of  office,  refigned  all  his  employments.  The  term 
"  prime  minifter "  was  firft  applied  to  him,  but  in  a  reproachful 
fenfe.  "  Having  inverted  me  (he  remarked  to  the  Oppofition  a 
fiiort  time  previous  to  his  refignation)  with  a  kind  of  mock  dignity, 
and  ftyled  me  a  prime  minifter,  they  impute  to  me  an  unpardonable 
abufe  of  that  chimerical  authority  which  they  only  created  and  con- 
ferred." Since  the  Great  Rebellion  of  1640,  no  ftatefman's  fall  had 
been  accompanied  with  fuch  demonftrations  of  perfonal  hatred  and 
revengeful  threats,  as  in  the  inftance  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole.* 

This  ballad  but  faintly  reflects  the  feelings  of  the  Oppofition  in 
the  moment  of  their  triumph.  They  appointed  a  Secret  Committee 
"  to  inquire  into  the  adminiftration  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole  during 
the  laft  twenty  years."  Lord  Mahon  thus  defcribes  the  doings  of 
this  committee,  which  confided  of  twenty-one  members,  all  of  whom 
(with   two  exceptions  only)  were  rancorous  opponents  of  the  ex- 

*  The  daily  prefs  teemed  with  lampoons,  epigrams,  &c,  againft 
him,  which  for  fiercenefs  and  fcurrility  have  no  parallel  in  our  lan- 
guage :  e.g. 

Sir  [Robert]  his  merit  or  intereft  to  (hew, 
Laid  down  the  red  riband  to  take  up  the  blew; 
By  two  firings  already  the  knight  has  been  tied, 
But  when  twifted  at  [Tyburn]  the  third  will  decide. 
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minifter  :  "  The  committee  having  met  and  chofen  Lord  Limerick 
for  their  chairman,  entered  upon  their  inveftigation  with  all  the  zeal 
and  aftivity  that  hatred  can  fupply.  They  fearched  through  the 
Treafury  books  and  papers  for  proofs  of  guilt,  and  fummoned  before 
them  the  perfons  fuppoi'ed  to  have  been  the  fecret  agents  of  Walpole 
in  his  fchemes  of  corruption.  So  plain  and  open  was  their  animofity, 
that  leveral  members  of  their  own  party  in  the  committee  became 
dilgufted  with  it  and  ceafed  to  attend."  Tindall,  the  contemporary 
hiftorian,  informs  us  that  the  Report  of  the  committee,  from  which 
lb  much  had  been  expecled,  was  received  by  the  public  with  con- 
tempt.] 


E  Hunters  all  at  Hampton  Court, 
And  eke  at  Windfor  too, 
Who  chafe  the  flag  with  manly  fport, 
My  fong  is  meant  for  you  : 
And  fraught  with  cautions  worth  your  care, 
Though  fet  to  no  Italian  air. 

With  a  fa,  la,  la,  la,  &c. 

A  truth  my  ditty  fhall  declare, 

Fit  warning  for  ye  all, 
How  arrogance  in  full  career 

Hath  often  met  a  fall  : 
Then  ride  not,  courtiers,  quite  fo  faft, 
Left,  like  Sir  Bob,  you  trip  at  laft. 

The  tale  I  tell  is  of  a  Knight, 
Whom  all  of  ye  muft  know, 
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Who,  tho'  a  clumfy  toothlefs  wight, 

Is  yet  a  Jockey-Beau  *  ; 
In  body  grofs,  of  faffron  hue, 
Deck'd  forth  in  green,  and  Riband  blue. 


His  perfon,  parts,  and  wit  proclaim 

Him  of  La  Mancha's  breed, 
With  all  of  Sancho  in  his  frame, 

And  Quixot  in  his  head  : 
From  native  bronze,  and  ftarch'd  grimace, 
Surnam'd  the  Knight  of  Rueful  Face. 

When  on  his  fteed  fo  fafely  fet, 

And  his  attendants  by, 
His  vanity  outran  his  wit, 

To  fee  himfelf  fo  high  : 
He  thought  he  ne'er  could  go  too  far, 
So  Jehu-like  rode  whip  and  fpur. 

His  mare  of  Englifh  mettle  bold, 

Uneafy  at  his  weight, 
Found,  as  he  on  her  mane  laid  hold, 

How  awkwardly  he  fat : 
Unuf'd  at  fuch  a  rate  to  go, 
She  kick'd  —  and  laid  her  rider  low  ! 


*   Sir    Robert  Walpole,    notwithftanding    his    corpulency,   was 
paflionately  devoted  to  the  chase. 
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In  piteous  plight  Sir  Knight  was  found, 

Whom  fear  and  hurt  did  ftun  ; 
While  Sorrel  frifk'd  and  caper'd  round, 

As  proud  of  what  fhe'd  done  : 
Some  thought  (for  I  the  truth  muft  fpeak) 

He'd  broke  his  bones  —  moft  wifh'd  his  neck  ! 

But  tho'  their  pious  hopes  were  vain, 

Yet  fo  much  hurt  was  he, 
That  all  the  Efculapian  train 

In  judgment  did  agree, 
His  cafe,  when  rightly  underftood, 
Demanded  proper  lofs  of  blood. 

Now  to  my  fong  you've  lent  an  ear, 

Pray  give  it  credit  due  ; 
Since  on  my  honor  I  aver 

That  all  I've  faid  is  true  : 
Tho'  fome  who're  prone  to  allegory 
Would  archly  thus  unfold  my  ftory. 

They'd  fay,  that  by  the  Knight  is  meant 

One  at  the  helm,  who  fleers, 
Who  eke  the  mare  of  Government 

Has  fwitch'd  thefe  many  years  : 
Yet  thick  in  fkull,  in  judgment  addle, 
He  fcarce  knows  how  to  fit  his  faddle. 
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With  thought  profound,  they  fay  likewife, 

That  they  the  fecret  fpy, 
How  in  a  hunting  quaint  difguife 

A  Parliament  doth  lie  : 
Another  riddle  this  unlocks, 
That  by  a  Stag  is  meant  a  Fox. 

As  to  the  fall,  with  equal  fkill, 

They've  found  a  new  pretence  ; 
They  own  the  word  is  proper  ftill, 

But  in  another  fenfe  : 
For  bleeding  —  that,  fay  they,  is  clear, — 
It  means  the  Axe  and  jugular. 
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A  NEW  ODE  : 

TO    A    GREAT    NUMBER    OF    GREAT    MEN, 
NEWLY    MADE. 

BY  SIR  CHARLES  H.  WILLIAMS. 

[In  this  ode  Sir  Charles  Williams  fatirifes  the  chief  members  of 
the  new  miniftry.  Some  little  time  elapfed  after  the  final  defeat  of 
Sir  Robert  Walpole,  before  the  changes  in  the  government  were 
effe&ed ;  they  are  thus  notified  by  Horace  Walpole  in  a  letter  to 
his  coufin,  Sir  Horace  Mann,  dated  on  the  day  in  which  his  father 
was  created  Earl  of  Orford  :  "  Lord  Wilmington  is  Firft  Lord  of 
the  Treafury,  and  Sandys  has  accepted  the  feals  as  Chancellor  of 
the  Exchequer,  with  Gibbons  and  Sir  John  Ruihout  joined  to  him 

as  other  Lords  of  the  Treafury Lord  Harrington,  who  is 

created  an  earl,  is  made  Prefideht  of  the  Council,  and  Lord  Carteret 
has  confented  to  be  Secretary  of  State  in  his  room  ;  but  mind,  not 
one  of  them  has  promifed  to  be  againft  the  profecution  of  Sir  Robert, 
though  I  don't  believe  now  that  it  will  go  on.  You  fee  Pulteney 
is  not  come  in,  except  in  his  friend  Sir  John  Rufhout,  but  he  is  to 
hold  the  balance  between  liberty  and  prerogative  j  at  leaft  in  this  he 

ac~ls  with  honour Sir  Charles  Wager  [Firft  Lord  of  the 

Admiralty]  has  refigned  this  morning ;  he  fays,  '  We  fhall  not  die, 
but  be  all  changed  ! '  though  he  adds,  a  parfon  lately  reading  this 
text  in  an  old  Bible,  where  the  c  was  rubbed  out,  read  it,  not  die, 
but  be  all  hanged ! "] 
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EE  a  new  progeny  defcends 
From  Heav'n  of  Britain's  trueft  friends  ; 

Oh  !  mufe  attend  my  call : 
To  one  of  thefe  direct  thy  flight, 
Or,  to  be  fure  that  we  are  right, 

Direcl:  it  to  them  all. 


0  Clio  !  thefe  are  golden  times, 

1  fhall  get  money  for  my  rhymes, 

And  thou  no  more  go  tatter'd  : 
Make  hafte  then,  lead  the  way,  begin, 
For  here  are  people  juft  come  in, 

Who  never  yet  were  flatter'd. 

But  firft  to  Carteret*  fain  you'd  fing, 
Indeed  he's  neareft  to  the  King, 

Yet  carelefs  how  you  ufe  him  ; 
Give  him,  I  beg,  no  labor'd  lays, 
He  will  but  promife  if  you  praife, 

And  laugh  if  you  abufe  him. 


*  John,  Lord  Carteret,  afterwards  Earl  Granville.  Upon  the  re- 
fignation  of  Walpole,  he  was  nominated  Secretary  of  State  by 
Pulteney,  who  declined  office  himfelf,  and  carried  his  well  known 
refolution  into  effect :  "  When  I  have  turned  out  Sir  Robert  Wal- 
pole, I  will  retire  into  that  hofpital  of  invalids,  the  Houfe  of 
Peers.'"     He  was  created  accordingly  Earl  of  Bath. 
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Then  (but  there's  a  vaft  fpace  betwixt) 
The  new  made  earl  of  Bath  comes  next, 

Stiff  in  his  popular  pride  : 
His  ftep,  his  gait,  defcribe  the  man, 
They  paint  him  better  than  I  can, 

Waddling  from  fide  to  fide. 

Each  hour  a  diff'rent  face  he  wears, 
Now  in  a  fury,  now  in  tears, 

Now  laughing,  now  in  forrow ; 
Now  he'll  command,  and  now  obey, 
Bellows  for  liberty  to-day, 

And  roars  for  pow'r  to-morrow. 

At  noon  the  Tories  had  him  tight, 

With  ftauncheft  Whigs  he  fupp'd  at  night, 

Each  party  try'd  to've  won  him  ; 
But  he  himfelf  did  fo  divide, 
ShufH'd  and  cut  from  fide  to  fide, 

That  now  both  parties  fhun  him. 

See  yon  old,  dull,  important  Lord*, 
Who  at  the  long'd  for  money-board 

Sits  firft,  but  does  not  lead  : 
His  younger  brethren  all  things  make, 
So  that  the  Treafury's  like  a  fnake, 

And  the  tail  moves  the  head. 


*  Spencer  Compton,  Earl  of  Wilmington,  Firft  Lord  of  the  Trea- 
sury. 

v  z 
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Why  did  you  crofs  God's  good  intent  ? 
He  made  you  for  a  prefident ; 

Back  to  that  ftation  go, 
Nor  longer  act  this  farce  of  pow'r, 
We  know  you  mifPd  the  thing  before*, 

And  have  not  got  it  now. 

See  valiant  Cobham  f,  valorous  Stair  %, 
Britain's  two  thunderbolts  of  war 

Now  ftrike  my  ravifh'd  eye  ; 
But  oh  !   their  ftrength  and  fpirits  flown , 
They,  like  their  conq'ring  fwords,  are  grown 

Rufty  with  lying  by. 

Dear  Bat  §,  I'm  glad  you've  got  a  place, 
And  fince  things  thus  have  chang'd  their  face, 
You'll  give  oppofing  o'er  ; 


*  Upon  the  acceffion  of  George  II.,  when  it  was  the  defign  of 
the  Court  to  increafe  the  Civil  Lift,  Lord  Wilmington,  who  was 
Prefident  of  the  Council,  was  offered  the  Treafury  if  he  would  un- 
dertake that  meafure.  He  declined  ;  whereupon  Sir  Robert  Wal- 
pole  accepted  the  poft  and  fulfilled  the  condition. 

f  Richard  Temple,  Vifcount  Cobham.  He  had  ferved  under  the 
Duke  of  Marlborough  in  Flanders,  and,  upon  the  refignation  of  Sir 
Robert  Walpole,  was  created  a  Field-Marfhal. 

\  John  Dairy  mple,  fecond  Earl  of  Stair,  a  general  and  diploma - 
tift.  He  had  been  deprived  of  his  commiffions  by  Walpole,  but, 
upon  the  fall  of  the  latter,  had  them  reftored  to  him. 

§  The  firft  Lord  Bathurft,  appointed  Captain  of  the  Band  of 
Penfioners. 
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'Tis  comfortable  to  be  in, 
And  think  what  a  d — d  while  you've  been, 
Like  Peter,  at  the  door. 

See  who  comes  next  —  I  kifs  thy  hands, 
But  not  in  flattery,  Samuel  Sands  *  ; 

For  fince  you  are  in  power, 
That  gives  you  knowledge,  judgment,  parts, 
The  courtier's  wiles,  the  ftatefman's  arts, 

Of  which  you'd  none  before. 

When  great  impending  dangers  fhook 
Its  State,  old  Rome  dictators  took 

Judicioufly  from  plough  j 
So  we  (but  at  a  pinch  thou  knoweft), 
To  make  the  higheft  of  the  loweft, 

Th'  Exchequer  gave  to  you. 


When  in  your  hands  the  feals  you  found, 
Did  they  not  make  your  brains  go  round  — 

Did  they  not  turn  your  head  r 
I  fancy  (but  you  hate  a  joke) 
You  felt  as  Nell  did  when  fhe  woke 

In  Lady  Loverule's  bed. 


*  Made  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer. 
*3 
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See  Harry  Vane  *  in  pomp  appear, 
And,  fince  he's  made  Vice-Treafurer, 

Grown  taller  by  fome  inches  : 
See  Tweedale  f  follow  Carteret's  J  call ; 
See  Hanoverian  Gower  §,  and  all 

The  black  funereal  Finches.  || 

And  fee,  with  that  important  face, 
Berenger's  clerk,  to  take  his  place, 

Into  the  Treafury  come  ; 
With  pride  and  meannefs  act  thy  part, 
Thou  look'ft  the  very  thing  thouart, 

Thou  Bourgeois  Gentilhomme. 


*  Sir  Henry  Vane,  afterwards  Earl  of  Darlington,  Vice-treafurer 
of  Ireland. 

f  Secretary  of  State  for  Scotland. 

J  Secretary  of  State  for  England. 

§  Lord  Privy  Seal,  the  only  Tory  in  the  new  miniftry. 

||  Daniel  Finch,  Earl  of  Winchelfea  and  Nottingham,  is  here 
more  particularly  alluded  to,  who  was  made  Firft  Lord  of  the  Ad- 
miralty under  the  new  adminiftration.  Horace  Walpole  records  the 
following  curious  anecdote  refpecling  his  perfonal  appearance  : 
"  Prince  William  (afterwards  Duke  of  Cumberland),  then  a  child, 
being  carried  to  his  grandfather  on  his  birthday,  the  King  aflced 
him  at  what  hour  he  rofe.  The  Prince  replied,  '  When  the  chimney- 
fweepers  went  about.'  '  Vat  is  de  chimney-fweeper  ? '  faid  the 
King.  '  Have  you  been  fo  long  in  England,'  faid  the  boy,  '  and 
don't  know  what  a  chimney-fweeper  is  ?  Why,  they  are  like  that 
man  there,''  pointing  to  Lord  Finch,  afterwards  Earl  of  Winchelfea 
and  Nottingham,  of  a  family  uncommonly  fwarthy  and  dark  — 

'  The  black  funereal  Finches.'  • 
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O  my  poor  country  !   is  this  all 
You've  gain'd  by  the  long  labor'd  fall 

Of  Walpole  and  his  tools  ? 
He  was  a  knave  indeed,  —  what  then  ? 
He'd  parts,  —  but  this  new  fet  of  men 

A'n't  only  knaves,  but  fools  ! 

More  changes,  better  times  this  Ifle 
Demands  ;  O  !  Chefterfield,  Argyle, 

To  bleeding  Britain  bring  'em  : 
Unite  all  hearts,  appeafe  each  ftorm, 
'Tis  yours  fuch  actions  to  perform  — 

My  pride  (hall  be  to  fing  'em. 


"4 


296  POLITICAL  BALLADS.  I742. 


THE  OLD  COACHMAN: 

A    NEW    BALLAD. 

OR, 

THE    TRAVELS  OF  MR.   PULTENEY  AND    LORD  CARTERET 

TO    CLERMONT. 

BY  SIR  CHARLES  H.  WILLIAMS. 

["  The  few  people  that  are  left  in  town  (writes  Horace  Walpole 
to  his  coufin  Horace  Mann,  in  July,  1742)  have  been  much  diverted 
with  an  adventure  that  has  befallen  the  new  minifters.  Laft  Sunday 
the  Duke  of  Newcaftle  gave  the  new  minifters  a  dinner  at  Claremont, 
where  their  fervants  got  fo  drunk,  that  when  they  came  to  the  inn 
over  againft  the  gate  of  New  [now  Richmond]  Park,  the  coachman, 
who  was  the  only  remaining  fragment  of  their  fuite,  tumbled  off  the 
box,  and  there  they  were  planted.  There  were  Lord  Bath,  Lord 
Carteret,  Lord  Limerick,  and  Harry  Furnefe,  in  the  coach.  They 
afked  the  innkeeper  if  he  could  contrive  no  way  to  convey  them  to 
town.  '  No/  he  faid,  *  not  he  ;  unlefs  it  was  to  get  Lord  Orford's 
coachman  to  drive  them.'  They  demurred ;  but  Lord  Carteret  faid, 
'  Oh  !  I  dare  fay  Lord  Orford  will  willingly  let  us  have  him.'  So 
they  fent,  and  he  drove  them  home.  .  .  .  Lord  Orford  has  been  at 
court  again  to-day.  Lord  Carteret  came  up  to  thank  him  for  his 
coachman,  the  Duke  of  Newcaftle  (landing  by.  My  father  faid, 
«  My  Lord,  whenever  the  Duke  is  near  overturning  you,  you  have 
nothing  to  do  but  to  fend  to  me  and  I  will  fave  you.'  The  Duke 
faid  to  Lord  Carteret,  *  Do  you  know,  my  Lord,  that  the  venifon 
you  eat  that  day  came  out  of  New  Park  ? '  Lord  Orford  laughed, 
and  faid,  '  So,  you  fee  I  am  made  to  kill  the  fatted  calf  for  the 
return  of  the  prodigals !  *  "  The  ex-minifter  was  ranger  of  New 
Park.] 
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HEN  Caleb*  and  Carteret,  two   birds  of  a 
feather, 
Went   down  to    a    feaft   at  Newcaftle   to- 
gether ; 

No  matter  what  wines,  or  what  choice  of  good  cheer, 
'Tis  enough  that  the  Coachman  had  his  dofe  of  beer. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

Coming  home,  as  the  liquor  work'd  up  in  his  pate, 
The  Coachman  drove  on  at  a  damnable  rate  ; 
Poor  Carteret  in  terror,  and  fcar'd  all  the  while, 
Cry'd,  "  Stop,  let  us  out  —  is  the  dog  an  Argyle  ?  " 

Deny  down,  &c. 

But  he  foon  was  convinc'd  of  his  error,  for,  lo  ! 
John  ftopt  fhort  in  the  dirt,  and  no  further  would  go  ; 
When  Carteret  faw  this,  he  obferv'd  with  a  laugh, 
"  This  Coachman,  I  find,  is  your  own,  my  Lord  Bath." 

Deny  down,  he. 

Now  the  peers  quit  the  coach  in  a  pitiful  plight, 
Deep  in  mire  and  rain,  and  without  any  light ; 
Not  a  path  to  purfue,  nor  to  guide  them  a  friend,, 
What  courfe  mall  they  take  then,  and  how  will  this  end  ? 

Deny  down,  &c. 

*  Pulteney,  Earl  of  Bath,  and  fo  called  on  account  of  his  con- 
nection with  the  Craftfman.  Horace  Walpole  affures  us,  that  the 
pen  of  Sir  C.  H.  Williams  inflicted  deeper  wounds  in  three  months 
on  Pulteney,  than  a  feries  of  Craftfmen,  aided  by  Lord  Bolingbroke, 
for  feveral  years,  could  imprint  on  Sir  Robert  Walpole. 
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Lo  !   Chance,  the  great  miftrefs  of  human  affairs, 
Who  governs  in  Councils  and  conquers  in  wars  ; 
Straight,  with  grief  at  their  cafe,  for  the  Goddefs  well  knew, 
That  thefe  were  her  creatures  and  votaries  true. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

This  Chance  brought  a  PafTenger  *  quick  to  their  aid. 
"  Honeft  friend,  can   you  drive  ?  "     "  What  mould    ail 

me?"  he  faid  ; 
"  For  many  a  bad  feafon,  through  many  a  bad  way, 
Old  Orford  I've  driven  without  flop  or  fray." 

Derry  down,  &c. 

"  He  was  overturn'd,  I  confefs,  but  not  hurt," 

Quoth   the   Peers  —  "  It  was  we  help'd  him   out  of  the 

dirt; 
This  boon  for  thy  mafter,  then,  prithee  requite, 
Take  us  up,  or  elfe  here  we  muft  wander  all  night." 

Derry  down,  &c. 

He  took  them  both  up,  and  thro'  thick  and  thro"  thin 
Drove  away  to  St.  James'  and  brought  them  fafe  in ; 
Learn  hence,  honeft  Britons,  in  fpite  of  your  pains, 
That  Orford's  old  Coachman  ftill  governs  the  reins. 

Derry  down,  &c. 


*  Mr.  Scroop  was  Secretary  of  the  Treafury  under  Sir  Robert 
Walpole,  and  the  new  miniftry  was  forced  to  retain  him  from  their 
own  ignorance  of  bufinefs.     (Walpole.) 
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SANDYS  AND  JEKYLL. 

A    NEW    BALLAD. 
BY  SIR  CHARLES  HANBURY  WILLIAMS. 

[In  1736  the  juftices  of  Middlefex  prefented  a  joint  petition  to 
the  Houfe  of  Commons,  complaining  that  the  conftant  and  exceflive 
ufe  of  Geneva  had  deftroyed  thoufands  of  his  Majefty's  fubje£ls,  and 
rendered  many  more  totally  unfit  for  ufeful  labour  and  fervice  ; 
whereupon  Parliament,  at  the  inftance  of  Sir  Jofeph  Jekyll,  Maftev 
of  the  Rolls,  laid  on  gin  and  other  fpirituous  liquors,  a  tax  fo  heavy 
as  to  amount  to  a  prohibition  fo  far  as  the  lower  clafTes  were  con- 
cerned. That  mealure,  as  Walpole  prognofticated  at  the  time,  only 
afforded  encouragement  and  opportunity  to  fraud.  Not  only  was 
gin  publicly  retailed  in  (hops,  but  hawkers  carried  it  about  the 
ftreets  in  flafks  and  bottles,  labelled,  Make-J/iift,  Baulk,  The  Ladies" 
Delight,  Gripe  Water,  Sec.  &c.  To  prevent  fuch  wholefale  lofs  to 
the  revenue,  Sandys,  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  introduced, 
in  the  feffion  of  1743,  a  new  bill  into  parliament,  by  which  a  fmaller 
duty  was  laid  on  all  fpirits  at  the  ftill-head,  and  the  price  of  licenfes 
proportionately  reduced.  His  propofal  met  with  great  oppofition 
in  the  Lords,  and  more  particularly  at  the  hands  of  the  bifhops,  who 
denounced  it  as  a  fan&ion  to  vice.  The  bill,  however,  was  palfed  by 
a  great  majority.  Sir  Charles  Williams  not  only  attacked  the  Chan- 
cellor of  the  Exchequer  in  this  and  the  fubfequent  ballad,  for  par- 
tially repealing  the  Gin  A61  of  Jekyll,  but  alio  in  the  following 
biting  epigram  :  —  , 

Deep,  deep  in  Sandys'  blund'ring  head 

The  new  gin  project  funk ; 
O  happy  project !  fage,  he  cried, 

Let  all  the  realm  be  drunk. 
'Gainft  univerfal  hate  and  fcorn 

This  fcheme  my  fole  defence  is, 
For  when  IVe  beggar'd  half  the  realm 

Tis  time  to  drown  their  fenfes/j 
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To  the  tune  of"  When  all  was  wrapt  in  dark  midnight.'''' 
Obflupuit  fleter  unique  coma. 


WAS  at  the  filent,  folemn  hour, 
When  night  and  morning  meet ; 
In  glided  JekylFs  *  grimly  ghoft, 
And  flood  at  Sandys't  feet. 


His  face  was  like  a  winters  day, 

Clad  in  November's  frown  ; 
And  clay-cold  was  his  fhrivell'd  hand, 

That  held  his  tuck'd-up  gown. 

Sands  quaked  with  fear,  th'effect  of  guilt, 
Whom  thus  the  made  befpoke  ; 

And  with  a  mournful  hollow  voice 
The  dreadful  filence  broke  : 


*  Sir  Jofeph  Jekyll,  Mafter  of  the  Rolls,  author  of  the  Bill  againft 
Spirituous  Liquors,  which  Sandys  got  repealed  to  increafe  the  re- 
venue. Burke  once  obferved  of  Sir  Jofeph  :  "  I  have  always  heard, 
and  believed,  as  nearly  as  an  individual  could  be,  he  was  the  very 
ftandard  of  Whig  principles  in  his  age.  He  was  a  learned  and  able 
man,  full  of  honour,  integrity,  and  public  fpirit ;  no  lover  of  inno- 
vation, nor  difpofed  to  change  his  folid  principles  for  the  giddy 
fafhion  of  the  hour." 

f  Samuel  Sandys  (notes  Horace  Walpole),  a  republican  oppofer 
of  the  court,  was  made  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  in  the  room  of 
Sir  Robert  Walpole,  1 74.2  ;  but  was  turned  out  in  lefs  than  two 
years,  and  made  Cofferer  and  a  baron,  and  entirely  laid  afide  on  the 
difgrace  of  Lord  Granville  [Carteret]. 
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"  The  night-owl  fhrieks,  the  raven  croaks, 
The  midnight  bell  now  tolls  ; 


Behold  thy  late  departed  friend, 
The  Matter  of  the  Rolls. 


u 


And  tho*  by  death's  prevailing  hand 
My  form  may  alter'd  be  ; 
Death  cannot  make  a  greater  change, 
Than  times  have  wrought  in  thee. 


t> 


"  Think  of  the  part  you're  acting,  Sands, 

And  think  where  it  will  end  ; 
Think  you  have  made  a  thoufand  foes, 

And  have  not  gain'd  one  friend. 

"  Oft  haft  thou  faid  our  caufe  was  good, 

Yet  you  that  caufe  forfook ; 
Oft  againft  places  haft  thou  rail'd, 

And  yet  a  place  you  took. 

"  'Gainft  thefe  how  often  haft  thou  fpoke, 

With  whom  you  now  aflent ; 
The  Court  how  oft  haft  thou  abuf 'd, 

And  yet  to  Court  you  went. 

"  How  could  you  vote  for  war  with  Spain, 

Yet  make  that  war  to  ceafe  ? 
How  could  you  weep  for  England's  debts, 

Yet  make  thofe  debts  increafe  ? 
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"  How  could  you  fwear  your  country's  good 

Was  all  your  wifh  or  fear  ? 
And  how  could  I,  old  doting  fool, 

Believe  you  were  fincere  ? 

"  Thou  art  the  caufe  why  I  appear, 

From  blifsful  regions  drawn  ! 
Why  teeming  graves  caft  up  their  dead, 

And  why  the  church-yards  yawn, 

"  Is  owing  all  to  thee,  thou  wretch  ! 

The  bill  thou  haft  brought  in 
Opens  this  mouth,  tho'  clof 'd  by  death, 

To  thunder  againft  Gin. 

"  If  of  good-nature  any  fpark 

Within  thee  thou  can'ft  find ; 
Regard  the  mefTage  that  I  bring  — 

Have  mercy  on  mankind. 

"  But,  oh  !  from  thy  relentlefs  heart, 

The  horrid  day  I  fee, 
When  thy  mean  hand  fhall  overturn 

The  good  defign'd  by  me. 

"  Riot  and  flaughter  once  again 

Shall  their  career  begin  ; 
And  ev'ry  parifh  fucking-babe 

Again  be  nurf  d  with  Gin. 
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"  The  foldiers  from  each  cellar  drunk 

Shall  fcatter  ruin  far  ; 
Gin  mall  intoxicate,  and  then 

Let  flip  thofe  dogs  of  war. 

"  This  proves  thee,  Sands,  thy  country's  foe, 

And  Defolation's  friend  ; 
What  can  thy  project  be  in  this, 

And  what  can  be  thy  end  ? 

"  Is  it  that,  confcious  of  thy  worth, 

Thy  fenfe,  thy  parts,  thy  weight, 
Thou  know'ft  this  nation  muft  be  drunk 

Ere  it  can  think  thee  great  ? 

"  Too  high,  poor  wren,  haft  thou  been  borne 

On  Pultney's  eagle  wings  ; 
Thou  wert  not  form'd  for  great  affairs, 

Nor  made  to  talk  with  kings. 

"  But  where's  thy  hate  to  Courts  and  pow'r  ? 

Thy  patriotifm,  Sands  ? 
Think'ft  thou  that  gown  adorns  thy  fhape, 

That  purfe  becomes  thy  hands  ? 


u 


As  when  the  Fox  upon  the  ground 
A  tragic  mafk  efpied  ; 
1  O,  what  a  fpecious  front  is  here, 
But  where's  the  brain  ?  '  he  cried. 
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"  So  thou  a  lord  of  Treafury 

And  Chancellor  art  made  ; 
Sir  Robert's  place,  and  Robe,  and  Seal 

Thou  haft, — but  where's  his  Head  ? 

"  Thou'rt  plac'd  by  far  too  high,  in  vain 

To  keep  your  poft  you  ftrive  ; 
In  vain,  like  Phaeton,  attempt 

A  chariot  you  can't  drive. 

"  Each  part  you  do  betrays  your  parts, 

And  tends  to  your  undoing  ; 
Each  fpeech  you  make  your  dulnefs  mows, 

And  certifies  your  ruin.* 

"  Think  not,  like  oaks,  to  ftand  on  high, 

And  brave  the  ftorms  that  blow  ; 
But,  like  the  reed,  bend  to  the  ground, 

And  to  be  fafe  be  low. 

"  Poor  in  thyfelf,  each  party's  joke, 

Each  trifling  fongfter's  fport ; 
Pelham  fupports  thee  in  the  Houfe, 

The  Earl  of  Bath  at  Court. 


*  "  They  talk  of  Sands  being  raifed  to  the  peerage  by  way  of 
getting  rid  of  him,  he  is  fo  dull  they  can  fcarce  drag  him  on." — 
Horace  Walpole  to  Horace  Mann,[i^t/i  'Jan.  174-3. 
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"  Thefe  are  the  men  that  pufh  thee  on, 

In  thy  own  nature's  fpite  ; 
So  like  the  moon,  if  thou  couldft  fhine, 

'Twould  be  by  borrow'd  light. 

"  But  foft,  I  fcent  the  morning  air, 

The  glow-worm  pales  its  light ; 
Farewell,  remember  me  !  "  —  it  cried, 
And  vanifh'd  out  of  fight. 

Sands,  trembling,  rofe,  frighted  to  death, 
Of  knowledge  quite  bereft ; 

And  has,  fince  that  unhappy  night, 
Nor  fenfe,  nor  mem'ry  left ! 
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HERVEY  AND  JEKYLL. 
Part  II. 

BY  SIR  CHARLES  H.  WILLIAMS. 


LD  JekylPs  ghoft  in  fcorching  flames 
Condemn'd  to  faft  by  day, 
Until  the  ills  got  in  his  youth 
Be  cleanf'd  and  purg'd  away  : 


But  foon  as  night,  with  fable  wing, 
Afcends  her  fable  throne, 

He  quits  his  difmal  prifon-houfe, 
And  ftalks  through  all  this  town. 

To  minifters  and  patriots  goes, 
For  his  poor  country's  fervice ; 

Laft  week  at  Sandys'  feet  he  flood, 
And  yeflernight  at  Hervey's.* 


*  John,  Lord  Hervey,  Lord  Privy  Seal,  being  out  of  this  port  on 
the  change  of  adminiftration,  went  into  oppofition,  and  made  feveral 
fpeeches  in  the  Houfe  of  Lords  againft  the  repeal  of  the  Gin  Aft. 
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But,  oh,  how  different  was  his  look 
From  that  which  Sands  appall'd  j 

Smiling  he  op'd  the  curtains  wide, 
And  thrice  on  Hervey  call'd  ! 

His  lordfhip  at  the  fpectre  quak'd, 

And  trembl'd  in  his  bed  ; 
And  would  raoft  furely  have  turn'd  pale, 

But  that  he'd  put  on  red.* 

"  Thy  courtly  life  is  all  forgot," 

Thus  did  the  ghoft  begin ; 
"  And  ev'ry  trefpafs  blotted  out 

By  talking  againft  Gin. 

"  This  over  all  your  former  faults 

Shall  dark  oblivion  bring ; 
O'er  every  tale  you  told  the  Queen  f, 

Or  whifper'd  to  the  King. 

"  This  change  at  once  removes  all  doubts 

That  did  mankind  perplex  ; 
Your  character  will  now  appear 

As  clearly  as  your  fex. 

*  The  natural  countenance  of  Lord  Hervey  was  remarkably  pallid.  . 

■f  Lord  H.  had  been  a  particular  friend  of  Queen  Caroline,  and 
wrote  the  epitaph  on  her  which  is  fatirifed  by  Pope.  His  "  former 
faults  "  refer  to  his  keeping  aloof,  under  pretence  of  illnefs,  when 
his  chief,  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  was  vainly  ftruggling  to  retain 
office. 

x  a 
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"  For  I  am  lure  the  Privy  Seal 
Could  have  no  weight  with  thee  ; 

Since  thofe  *  who  have,  or  have  it  not, 
In  the  fame  vote  agree. 

"  This  was  a  glorious  turn,  indeed, 

Made  in  your  nature's  spite  ; 
For  tho'  you  know  you're  in  the  wrong, 

I  think  you're  in  the  right. 

"  Your  head  and  heart  were  form'd  for  Courts, 
But,  fince  you're  thence  rejected, 

You  ought  to  like  the  part  you  a£l:, 
Becaufe  it  is  affected. 

"  Oh,  think  how  popular  you'll  be, 

Enjoy  thy  new-born  fame  ; 
All  men  (hall  fing  thy  praifes  forth, 

And  children  lifp  thy  name. 

"  Soon  Cornmon-fenfe  f  convinc'd  mail  all 

His  former  works  deny  ; 
The  Craft/man  f  too  repentant  turn, 

And  give  himfelf  the  lie. 


*  Lord  Gower,  who  fucceeded  Hervey  as  Lord  Privy  Seal, 
f  The  two  weekly  journals  under  thefe  titles,  in  which  Lord  H, 
had  often  been  abufed. 
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"  Remember  when  'gainft  Gin  you  fpoke, 

That  on  your  magic  tongue, 
Beyond  the  force  or  pow'r  of  gold, 

Such  ftrong  perfuafion  hung. 

"  Bifhops  who  never  hearken'd  yet 

Were  with  attention  warm'd  ; 
Nor,  like  deaf  adders,  turn'd  their  ears, 

When  you  fo  fweetly  charm'd. 

"  Jacob  for  keeping  Laban's  fheep 

With  Laban  did  agree, 
That  ev'ry  party-color'd  lamb 

Should  be  the  Shepherd's  fee. 

"  Thus  was  the  Bench  your  labor's  price 

Not  one  behind  remain'd ; 
And,  as  your  fpeeches'  juft  reward, 

The  whole  py'd  herd  you  gain'd. 

"  'Twas  you  made  cunning  Seeker  *  preach 

Againft  this  curfed  bill  ; 
'Twas  you  made  Sherlockf  pow'r  oppofe, 

Tho'  York  %  continues  ill. 


*  Then  Bifhop  of  Oxford,  and  afterwards  Archbifhop  of  Can- 
terbury. 

f  Sherlock,  Bifhop  of  Salifbury,  and  afterwards  of  London. 

%  Dr.  Blackbourn,  Archbifhop  of  York.  "  Blackbourn  (lays 
H.  Walpole),  the  jolly  old  Archbifhop  of  York,  had  all  the  manners 
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"  Thefe  conquefts  your  own  hands  have  made, 

Purfue  thefe  glorious  ends  ; 
You've  no  affections  to  miflead, 

No  party,  and  no  friends. 

"  I  lov'd  my  country  when  on  earth, 

Her  freedom  ftrove  to  fave ; 
Thofe  cares  that  waited  on  my  life 

Attend  me  in  the  grave. 

"  Since  death  all  worldly  views  deftroys, 

You  may  my  words  believe; 
Attend  then  to  the  laft  advice 

That  ever  I  fhall  give. 

"  Sometimes  with  Tories  give  a  vote, 

Sometimes  with  Whigs  agree  ; 
So  fhall  you  live,  like  me,  efteem'd, 

And  die  bemoan'd  like  me." 


of  a  man  of  quality,  though  he  had  been  a  buccaneer,  and  was  a 
clergyman.  He  retained  nothing  of  his  firft  profeflion  except  the 
feraglio.  Hayter,  Bifhop  of  Norwich,  preceptor  to  Prince  George, 
was  his  natural  fon.  He,  one  day,  talking  with  Queen  Caroline 
about  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  faid,  '  Madam,  I  am  glad  you  like  the 
King's  new  miftrefs,  Lady  Yarmouth  ;  it  (hows  you  are  a  fenfible 
woman,  your  Majefty  having  no  objection  for  your  hunband  to 
divert  himfelf.'  "  Archbifhop  Blackbourn  died  1743,  after  enjoying 
the  fee  of  York  twenty  years. 
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THE  JEWS'  TRIUMPH. 

A    BALLAD    TO    BE    SAID 
OR    SUNG   TO    THE    CHILD- 
REN   OF    ISRAEL,    ON 
ALL    POPULAR 
OCCASIONS 
BY    ALL    CHRISTIAN    PEOPLE. 

[This,  as  well  as  the  fucceeding  ballad,  was  compofed  upon  the 
parting  of  the  Jews  Naturalifation  Aft,  in  1752  ;  a  meafure  which 
fo  alarmed  and  exafperated  the  public  that  its  unfcrupulous  authors, 
the  Pelhams,  fearing  to  face  the  country  at  the  enfuing  ele&ions, 
-were  neceflitated  to   repeal   it  in  the  next  feffion  of  parliament, 

I753-] 

N  feventeen  hundred  and  fifty-three 
The  ftyle  it  was  chang'd  to  Popery, 
But  that  it  is  lik'd  we  don't  all  agree. 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 


When  the  country  folk  firft  heard  of  this  A61, 
That  old  Father  Style  was  condemn'd  to  be  rackt, 
And  robb'd  of  his  Time,  which  appears  to  be  facl:. 

Which  nobody,  &c. 
x4 
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It  puzzl'd  their  brains,  their  fenfes  perplext, 
And  all  the  old  ladies  were  very  much  vext, 
Not  dreaming  that  Levites  would  alter  our  text. 

Which  nobody,  &c. 


But,  Lord  !  how  furprif  d  when  they  heard  of  the  news, 
That  we  were  to  be  fervants  to  circumcif'd  Jews, 
To  be  negroes  and  flaves,  inftead  of  True  Blues. 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

Your  wives  and  your  daughters  a  fpoil  to  this  crew, 
Defpif'd  by  all  nations,  but  courted  by  you, 
A  curft  fet  of  Locufts,  excepting  a  few. 

Which  nobody,  &c. 


By  tricking  and  fharping  they  treafure  have  got, 
And  have  cunning  enough  to  keep  out  of  a  plot, 
But  if  they  get  money  they  care  not  a  jot. 

Which  nobody,  &c. 


That  money,  you  know,  is  a  principal  thing, 
It  will  pay  a  Duke's  mortgage,  or  intereft  bring  ; 
And  in  voting,  'tis  plain,  it  leaves  no  great  fting. 

Which  nobody,  &c. 
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That  Jews  have  the  Mammon  all  Chriftendom  knows, 
But  are  not  to  be  trufted  but  juft  as  that  goes, 
For  as  gold's  to  be  got  they  are  both  friends  or  foes. 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

Are  thefe  then  the  people  that's  mark'd  with  the  brand, 
That  the  Clergy  have  preach'd  mail  inherit  no  land, 
Which  now  they  have  gain'd  againft  God's  command. 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

Why  the  bifhops  were  mute  at  what  they  have  preach'd 
Is  beyond  comprehenfion,  and  not  to  be  reach'd, 
Except  Jew's  prefentations  reverting  to  each. 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

Great  Phelam,  the  Dives,  the  prince  of  the  tribes, 
Who  underftands  Courts  and  the  nature  of  Bribes*, 
Found  his  way  to  the  helm  that  the  man  of  war  guides. 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

But  'tis  hop'd  that  a  mark  will  be  fet  upon  thofe 
Who  were  friends  to  the  Jews,  and  Chriftians'  foes, 
That  the  nation  may  fee  how  deifm  \  grows. 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

*  It  was  notorious  that  the  Duke  of  Newcaftle  had  reforted  to 
bribery  in  order  to  carry  his  Bill  through  the  Lower  Houfe. 

f  Referring  to  the  recent  publication  of  Bolingbroke's  fceptical 
works. 
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Then  cheer  up  your  fpirits,  let  Jacobites  fwing  *, 
And  Jews  in  our  bell-ropes  hang  when  they  ring 
To  our  Sovereign  Lord  great  George  our  King. 

Which  nobody,  &c. 


*  Alluding  to  the  execution  of  Dr.  Archibald  Cameron  (a  poli- 
tical agent  of  the  Pretender),  whofe  unhappy  fate  excited  very 
general  commiferation,  even  amongft  the  Loyalifts. 
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THE  JEWS  NATURALISED  ; 

OR, 
THE    ENGLISH    ALIENATED. 

A    BALLAD. 

UR  Rulers  have  dar'd  the  decree  to  revoke 
Which  was  in  Judaea  fo  frequently  fpoke, 
T'  incorporate  with  us  that  fugitive  Tribe  — 
But  what  is  it  Britons  won't  do  for  a  bribe  ? 
Sing  Tantararara,  Jews  all !  Jews  all  ! 
Sing,  &c. 


Such  barefac'd  Simony  plainly  confirms 
That  Chriftian  and  Jew  are  fynonymous  terms : 
But  what  do  I  fay  ?     Are  not  all  the  world  Jews  ? 
Pray  where  is  the  man  who  a  bribe  will  refufe  ? 

Sing,  &c. 

Thofe  vagabond  knaves,  that  are  now  naturaliPd, 

Are  thus  univerfally  charadterif'd ; 

A  people  to  all  blackeft  vices  addicted, 

The  hifs  of  all  nations,  as  hath  been  predicted. 

Sing,  Sec. 
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The  firft  that  flood  up  in  the  Church's  defence 
Alleg'd  it  contrary  to  Scripture  and  fenfe  ; 
And  declar'd  he'd  with  eafe  all  their  reafons  confute  ; 
But  oppof'd  by  a  purfe  he  was  inftantly  mute  ! 

Sing,  &c. 

The  fecond  harangued  (as  with  juftice  he  might) 
That  fuch  a  bafe  acT:  was  invading  our  right ; 
And  with  patriot  zeal  did  much  eloquence  ufe, 
But  the  charms  of  a  bribe — oh  !  he  could  not  refufe. 

Sing,  &c. 

The  third  he  expon'd,  with  great  Chriftian  zeal, 
The  direful  effects  pofterity  might  feel ; 
Declaring,  with  warmth,  what  his  confcience  dictated, 
But  a  little  gold-dufr.  foon  his  paflion  abated. 

Sing,  &c. 

The  fourth  that  rofe  up  did,  with  great  exclamations, 
(Producing  for  evidence  Scripture  quotations) 
Declare  fuch  proceedings  would  draw  on  a  curfe, 
And  would  have  faid  more — but  was  dumb'd  by  a  purfe. 

Sing,  &c. 

Thus  all  in  conjunction  were  tongue-tied  by  pelf, 
And  each  paffd  his  vote — pray  for  whom  ? — for  himfelf ! 
Such  actions  as  thefe  moft  apparently  fhews, 
That  if  Jews  are  made  Englifh,  the  Englifh  are  Jews. 

Sing,  &c. 
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THE  UNEMBARRASSED  COUNTENANCE. 

A    NEW    BALLAD. 
BY  SIR  CHARLES  HANBURY  WILLIAMS. 

[This  cutting  ballad  was  fuggefted  by  the  extraordinary  courft 
purfued  by  Pitt  at  the  meeting  of  Parliament  in  Nov.  1755  :  when, 
although  a  member  of  the  Newcaftle  miniftry,  holding  the  office 
of  Paymafter  of  the  Forces,  he  (together  with  Legge,  Chancellor  of 
the  Exchequer)  voted  with  the  Oppolition  in  the  memorable  debate 
on  the  addrefs,  and  vehemently  declaimed  againft  the  propofed  fub- 
fidies  to  the  Czar  of  Ruffia  and  the  petty  German  princes,  who  were 
to  provide  troops  for  the  better  fecurity  of  Hanover  during  the  an- 
ticipated war  with  France.  "  He  fpoke  (fays  Walpole)  at  half-pall 
one,  for  an  hour  and  thirty-five  minutes  ;  there  was  more  humour, 
wit,  vivacity,  finer  language,  more  boldnefs,  in  fhort,  more  aftonifh- 
ing  perfections,  than  even  you,  who  are  ufed  to  him,  can  conceive. 
He  was  not  abufive,  yet  very  attacking  on  all  fides  ;  he  ridiculed 
Lord  Hilliborough,  crufhed  poor  Sir  Geo.  Lyttleton,  terrified  the 
Attorney-General,  lafhed  my  Lord  Granville,  painted  the  Duke  of 
Newcaftle,  attacked  Mr.  Fox,  and  even  hinted  up  to  the  Duke  of 
Cumberland."  *     It  was   on  the  fame  night  that  Gerard  Hamilton 

*  Walpole  was  fo  delighted  with  Pitt's  marvellous  eloquence 
upon  this  occafion,  that  he  paraphrafed  Dryden's  well-known  epi- 
gram after  this  falhion  :  — 

Three  orators  in  diftant  ages  born, 
Greece,  Italy,  and  England  did  adorn ; 
The  firft  in  loftinefs  of  thought  furpaft, 
The  next  in  language,  but  in  both  the  laft  : 
The  power  of  nature  could  no  farther  go, 
To  make  a  third  ftie  join'd  the  former  two. 
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delivered  that  fingle  fpeech  from  which  his  nickname  was  derived, 
"  Whofe  eloquence  (fays  Macaulay)  threw  into  the  made  every 
orator  except  Pitt."  The  amendment  moved  by  the  Oppofition  was 
rejected  by  a  great  majority  (311  to  105),  and  Pitt  was  inftantly 
difmifled  by  the  irritated  King.] 


To  the  tune  of  "  A  cobbler  there  was,"  &c. 


O  a  certain  old  chapel,  well-known  in  the 
town, 
The    infide    quite  rotten,   the  outfide   near 
down, 


A  fellow  got  in  who  could  talk  and  could  prate  — 
I'll  tell  you  his  ftory,  and  fing  you  his  fate. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

At  firft  he  feem'd  modeft  and  wonderous  wife, 

He  flatter'd  all  others  in  order  to  rife  : 

Till  out  of  compaflion  he  got  a  fmall  place*, 

Then  full  on  his  matter  he  turn'd  his . 

Deny  down,  &c. 

He  bellow'd  and  roar'd  at  the  troops  of  Hanover, 
And  fwore  they  were  rafcals  whoever  went  over ; 


*  As  Groom  of  the  Bed-chamber  to  the  Prince  of  Wales,  whom 
he  deferted,  in  1744,  to  fupport  the  Pelham  miniftry. 
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That  no  man  was  honeft  who  gave  them  a  vote, 
And  all  that  were  for  'em  mould  hang  by  the  throat. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

He  always  affe&ed  to  make  the  Houfe  ring 
'Gainft  Hanover  troops  and  a  Hanover  King  : 
He  applauded  the  way  to  keep  Englifhmen  free, 
By  digging  Hanover  quite  into  the  fea. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

By  flaming  fo  loudly  he  got  him  a  name, 
Tho'  many  believ'd  it  would  coft  him  a  fhame  : 
But  nature  had  given  him,  ne'er  to  be  harafPd, 
An  unfeeling  hearty  and  a  front  une?nbarraffd. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

When  from  an  old  woman*,  by  {landing  his  ground, 
He  had  got  the  pofTeflion  of  ten  thoufand  pound, 
He  faid  he  car'd  not  for  what  others  might  call  him, 
He  would  fhew  himfelf  now  the  true  fon  of  Sir  Balaam. f 

Derry  down,  &c. 

*  Sarah,  Duchefs  of  Marlborough,  who  left  Pitt  a  legacy  of 
10,000/.,  in  confideration  of"  the  noble  defence  he  had  made  for  the 
fupport  of  the  laws  of  England,  and  to  prevent  the  ruin  of  his 
country." 

-f-  Alluding  to  the  character  of  Sir  Balaam  in  Pope's  Moral  EJfays 
(Third  Epiftle)  :  — 

"  Behold  young  Balaam,  now  a  man  of  fpirit, 
Afcribes  his  getting  to  his  parts  and  merit." 
See  the  whole  paffage  included  in  lines  339  to  the  end. 
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Poor  Harry*,  whom  erft  he  had  dirtily  fpatter'd, 

He  now  couch'd   and  cring'd  to,  commended,  and  flat- 

ter'd  ; 
Since  honeft  men  here  were  afham'd  of  his  face, 
That  in  Ireland  at  leaft  he  might  get  him  a  place. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

But  Harry,  refentful,  firft  bid  him  be  hum, 
Then  proclaim'd  it  aloud  that  he  never  could  blufh  ; 
Recant  his  invectives,  and  then  in  a  trice, 
He  would  (how  the  befl  title  to  an  Iriih  Vice.\ 

Deny  down,  &c. 

Young  Balaam  ne'er  boggl'd,  but  turn'd  his  coat, 
Determin'd  to  fhare  in  whate'er  could  be  got, 
Said,  I  fcorn  all  thofe  who  cry  impudent  fellow, 
As  my  front  is  of  brafs,  I'll  be  painted  in  yellow.  J 

Deny  down,  &c. 

*  Pitt's  great  rival,  Henry  Fox,  with  whom  he  coalefced  when 
the  Duke  of  Newcaftle,  upon  the  death  of  his  brother  Henry  Pelham, 
in  1754,  pafTed  over  them  both  and  felefted  Sir  Thomas  Robinfon 
for  the  vacant  office  of  Secretary  of  State  and  leader  of  the  Commons. 
"  Sir  Thomas  Robinfon  lead  us  !  "  faid  Pitt  to  Fox  :  "  the  Duke 
might  as  well  fend  his  jack-boot  to  lead  us  !  " 

-f-  When  Pitt  firft  joined  the  Pelhams  in  1744,  he  was  made  Vice- 
Treafurer  of  Ireland,  in  order  to  keep  him  as  diftant  as  poffible  from 
the  King,  to  whom  he  was  perfonally  obnoxious. 

X  Alluding  to  the  lift  of  thofe  who  had  voted  for  the  Hanover 
troops,  which  had  been  printed  in  yellow  colours.  Pitt  at  firft  op- 
pofed,  but  afterwards  voted  for  the  troops,  declaiming  on  both  oc  - 
cafions  with  equal  vehemence. 
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Since  yellow's  the  color  that  bed:  fuits  his  face, 
And  Balaam  afpires  at  an  eminent  place, 
May  he  foon  at  Cheapfide  ftand  fix'd  by  the  legs, 
His  front  well  adorn'd,  all  daub'd  over  with  eggs. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

Whilft  Balaam  was  poor,  he  was  full  of  renown, 
But  now  that  he's  rich,  he's  the  jeft  of  the  town  : 
Then  let  all  men  learn  by  his  prefent  difgrace, 
That  honefty's  better  by  far  than  a  place. 

Deny  down,  &c. 
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THE  CONVERTS. 

Addressed,  to    Sir    G[eorge]    L[yttleton], 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer. 

[Upon  the  ftrange  defection  of  Pitt  and  Legge  (fvide  introductory 
note  to  the  preceding  ballad),  and  their  confequent  difmiffal  from 
office,  and  the  voluntary  retirement  of  the  two  Grenvilles,  brothers- 
in-law  to  Pitt,  the  Duke  of  Newcaftle  was  not  only  compelled  to 
call  in  the  aid  of  Henry  Fox,  but  alfo  to  fhare  with  him  the  pa- 
tronage of  the  government.  In  the  remodelling  of  the  Cabinet  that 
followed,  Sir  George  Lyttleton,  to  whom  this  ballad  is  addreffed, 
and  who  had  in  the  preceding  year  (1755)  broken  off  all  political 
connection  both  with  Fox  and  Pitt,  and  at  this  time  belonged  to  the 
Newcaftle  faction,  was,  no  lefs  to  the  aftoniffiment  of  his  friends  than 
to  that  of  the  public,  nominated  fucceffor  to  Legge,  the  firft  financier 
of  the  age.  The  fatirift  not  only  expofes  Sir  George's  fingular  un- 
fitnefs  for  fuch  an  office,  but  alfo  reprehends  him  for  his  defertion  of 
his  former  political  connections,  imputing  his  coivverfion  to  fordid 
motives.  Horace  Walpole  thus  notices  thefe  minifterial  changes, 
and  the  manner  in  which  they  were  effected :  "  The  holidays  are 
now  arrived  [21ft  Dec.  1755],  and  now  the  changes  are  making; 
but  many  of  the  recruits,  old  deferters,  old  cafhiered,  old  fagots,  add 
very  little  credit  to  the  new  coalition.  The  Duke  of  Newcaftle  and 
his  coadjutor,  Mr.  Fox,  fquabble  twice  for  agreeing  once.11] 


I. 
IR  George  !  put  off  that  ftrange  difguife, 
What  with  your  peruke's  monftrous  fize, 
Your  gown,  and  band,  and  purfe, 
I  fcarcely  knew  you, — in  your  drefs, 
In  credit,  too,  perhaps,  not  lefs, 

You  're  alter'd  for  the  worfe. 
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11. 

Had  you  a  call  ?  or  was't  a  light 

From  Court,  that  fhone  upon  your  fight, 

Made  you  a  politician  ; 
Ordain'd  to  teach,  and  propagate 
The  doctrines  and  the  creeds  of  State 

By  minifterial  million  ? 


in. 

Of  taxes,  your  three  children  dear, 
'Tis  hard  you  only  one  can  rear, 

One  in  its  birth  died  quickly, 
The  laft,  which  came  before  its  hour, 
Tho'  nurl'd  by  Bedford's  changeling  pow'r, 

Is  ftill  lean,  poor,  and  fickly. 


IV. 

The  former  ifliie  of  your  brain, 
Songs,  eclogues,  odes*,  a  hopeful  train, 

Smil'd  lovely  at  their  birth  ; 
And  now  grown  up,  in  credit  thrive, 
Still  flourim,  and  will  long  furvive, 

When  you're  laid  low  in  earth. 


*  Sir  G.  Lyttleton  publifhed  a  volume  of  poems  in  1732,  under 
the  title  of  The  Progrefs  of  Love. 
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v. 

Had'ft  thou  not  better  ftill  have  play'd 
With  Hagley  *  mufes  in  the  fhade  ? 

They  oft  with  rapture  heard 
Your  younger  voice  in  gladfome  lays, 
Refounding  matchlefs  Delia's  praife, 

And  bleff'd  the  tuneful  bard. 

VI. 

Of  you  conceiv'd  they  better  hope, 
Charm'd  with  the  ftrain  to  Poyntz  and  Pope, 

And  pleafd  with  Letters  Perfian  f  ; 
But  all  in  tears,  alas  !  they  burft, 
And  mourn  that  fatal  hour  when  firft 

You  meddled  with  Converfion. 

VII. 

Converfion  favor'd  by  the  great, 
Encourag'd  both  in  Church  and  State — 

How  wifely,  who  can  fay  ? 
For  dealers  in  that  fhifting  trade, 
Who  their  old  friends  have  once  betray'd, 

May  new  ones,  too,  betray. 


*  Hagley,  in  Worceftermire,  the  family  feat  of  the  Lyttletons. 
f  Alluding  to  his  popular  Letters  from  a  Perfian  in  England  tt 
his  friend  at  Ifpahan,  1735. 
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VIII. 

But  whether  Converts,  true  or  feign'd, 
Or  place,  or  penfion,  all  have  gain'd  : 

You  know,  Sir,  there  are  many 
Who've  ferv'd,  at  leaft,  their  private  ends ; 
And  inftances  among  your  friends 

May  do  as  well  as  any. 


IX. 

How  many  have,  like  fawning  Bower*, 
Of  late  renounc'd  the  papal  power, 

For  George,  our  Faith's  Defender  ? 
An  Englifh  Bifhop  Johnfon'sf  made, 
And  Stone  %  and  Murray  have  betray'd 

The  caufe  of  the  Pretender.§ 


*  Archibald  Bower,  the  converted  Jefuit  and  author  of  The 
Hijiory  of  the  Popes.     Lyttleton  was  one  of  his  greateft  friends. 

f  Dr.  James  Johnfon,  Bifhop  of  Gloucefter,  and  fubfequently 
translated  to  Worcefter. 

I  Andrew  Stone,  private  fecretary  to  the  Duke  of  Newcaftle. 

§  Horace  Walpole,  writing  to  Mann,  4th  March  1753,  afks  : 
"  Have  you  got  any  wind  of  our  new  hiftories  ?  Is  there  any  ac- 
count at  Rome  that  Mr.  Stone  and  the  Solicitor-General  [Murray, 
afterwards  Earl  of  Mansfield]  are  ftill  thought  to  be  more  attached 
to  Egypt  than  Hanover  ?  For  above  this  fortnight  there  have  been 
ftrange  myfteries  and  reports  !  the  Cabinet  Council  fat  night  after 
night  till  two  o'clock  in  the  morning.  .  .  .  At  laft  it  came  out 
that  Lord  Ravenfworth,  on  the  information  of  one  Fawcett,  a  lawyer, 
has  accufed  Stone,  Murray,  and  Dr.  Johnfon,  the  new  Bifhop  of 
Gloucefter,  of  having  had  an  odd  cuftom  of  toafting  the  Chevalier 
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x. 

Old  Horace*,  too,  believes  or  dreams 
'Tis  right  to  forward  Treaty  fchemes, 

Converted  by  a  Peerage  : 
An  honour,  fure,  full  dearly  earn'd, 
To  lick  that  hand  which  overturn'd 

His  brother  at  the  Peerage. 


XI. 

Now,  whether  Fox  f  to  Hardwick  %  grave, 
Or  he  to  Fox,  is  turn'd  a  flave, 

Let  that  ftill  reft  a  doubt ; 
They  hate  each  other,  yet  agree 
'Tis  better  far  in  place  to  be, 

On  any  terms,  than  out. 


and  my  Lord  Dunbar,  at  one  Vernon's,  a  merchant,  about  twenty 
years  ago."  The  Council  reported  that  the  accufation  was  falfe 
and  malicious.  "  The  heats  upon  it  (adds  Walpole)  are  great ;  the 
violent  Whigs  are  not  at  all  convinced  of  the  Whiggifm  of  the 
culprits,  by  the  defect  of  evidence  ;  the  oppofite  clan  affeft  as  much 
conviction  as  if  they  wifhed  them  Whigs.11 

*  Horatio  Walpole  (brother  to  the  Earl  of  Orford),  created  Lord 
Walpole  of  Wolterton,  in  1756.  Horace  Walpole  thus  remarks  of 
him  :  "  My  uncle's  ambition  and  dirt  are  crowned  at  laft ;  he  is  a 
peer  ! " 

f  Hemy  Fox  (firft  Lord  Holland),  who,  in  coalefcing  with  New- 
caftle,  obtained  the  feals  of  Secretary  of  State  in  fucceflion  to  Sir 
Thomas  Robinfon. 

J  Lord  Chancellor. 
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XII. 

You  think  fo  too,  then  be  tranf cited, 
I  fear  you'll  elfe  again  be  baited, 

By  wits  and  fneering  fcoffers  : 
For  quiet,  and  for  J ralary '-fake, 
You  can't  do  better  than  retake 

The  charge  of  Houfehold  coffers.* 


XIII. 

Your  talent  not  in  figures  liesf, 
Leave  eftimates,  accounts,  fupplies, 

Not  worthy  your  regarding, 
To  wifer  heads,  not  his  who  rules 
The  Treafury,  but  his  working  tools, 

Money  Haves,  Weft  %  and  Harding.  § 


*  Previous  to  his  appointment  as  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  he 
had  been  Cofferer. 

-f-  Sir  George  Lyttleton,  it  was  faid,  never  could  comprehend  the 
commoneft  rules  of  arithmetic. 

X   Gilbert  Weft,  the  poet,  and  one  of  the  Treafury  clerks.     Lyt- 
tleton addrefled  his  celebrated  effay  on  the  Hiftory  and  Con<verfion  of 
St.  Paul  to  him. 

§  Nicholas  Harding,  clerk  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons. 

Y  4 
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XIV. 


'Tis  vain  relying  on  his  Grace 
Secure  to  keep  you  in  this  place 

Beyond  his  pow'r  and  art  is  ; 
He,  mounted  up  fo  high  of  late, 
Is  a  mere  fhuttle-cock  of  State, 

Kept  up  by  adverfe  parties. 


#  Duke  of  Newcaftle,  the  Premier. 
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THE  LETTER  OF  A  CERTAIN  ADMIRAL. 

[On  the  5th  April  1756,  Admiral  Byng,  who  had  juft  been  ap- 
pointed to  the  command  in  the  Mediterranean,  fet  fail  with  ten 
mips  of  the  line  and  a  fmall  body  of  troops  to  reinforce  the  Engliih 
garrifon  at  St.  Philip's  Fort,  which  protected  Port  Mahon,  Minorca. 
Upon  reaching  his  deftination  (18th  May)  he  found  that  place  in- 
verted by  16,000  French  troops,  fupported  by  a  fleet  of  thirteen 
fhips  of  the  line  and  four  frigates.  The  two  hoftile  armaments  im- 
mediately formed  in  order  of  battle,  and  continued  to  manoeuvre, 
without  difcharging  a  (hot,  till  night  feparated  them.  In  the  after- 
noon of  the  following  day  the  two  fleets  again  met,  when,  after  a 
partial  engagement,  Byng  fuffered  the  French  admiral  to  get  away 
without  bringing  him  to  clofer  a&ion,  whilft  he  himfelf,  abandoning 
the  prime  object:  of  his  million,  the  falvation  of  Minorca,  retired  to 
Gibraltar.  The  rage  of  his  countrymen  at  his  fuppofed  want  of 
courage,  and  at  the  exultation  of  the  French,  who  claimed  a  victory, 
knew  no  bounds ;  the  Newcaftle  miniftry,  which  had  felecled  him 
for  the  command  of  the  ill-fated  expedition,  was  driven  from  office, 
and  the  unfortunate  admiral,  after  having  been  caricatured,  lam- 
pooned, and  burned  in  effigy  in  almoft  every  town  in  England,  was 
finally  tried  by  court-martial  and  condemned  to  be  fhot  "  for  not 
having  done  his  utmoil"  He  fuffered  heroically  14th  March 
1757.  The  above  Letter  is  a  parody  upon  his  defpatch  to  the  Ad- 
miralty, containing  an  explanation  of  his  conduct ;  a  compofition 
which  was  more  calculated  to  confirm  than  remove  the  popular 
prejudice  againft  him.  The  account  of  Byng's  indecifive  action  is 
iummed  up  in  the  following  witty  epigram  of  the  day  :  — 
We  have  lately  been  told 
Of  two  admirals  bold, 

Who  engaged  in  a  terrible  fight ; 
They  met  after  noon, 
Which  I  think  was  too  foon, 

As  they  both  ran  away  before  night.] 
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R.  CLEVELAND*,  I  pray,  to  their  Lord- 
fhips  you'll  fay, 
We  are  glad,  and  rejoice  above  meafure  : 
When    you    have    read  what    is  writ    you, 
you'll  laugh  till  it  fplit  you, 
And  fo  give  me  joy  of  my  pleafure. 

We'd  a  wind,  you  muft  know,  as  fair  as  could  blow, 

And  therefore  in  days  juft  eleven, 
We  had  fail'd  from  the  more  full  ten  leagues  or  more, 

And  faw  nought  but  the  ocean  and  heaven. 

Then  feventeen  fhips  came  licking  their  lips, 
And  crying  out,  "  Fee^faw^  and  fum  ;  " 

Bigger  each  than  Saint  Paul ;  guns,  the  devil  and  all ; 
And,  egad,  looking  wondrous  glum. 

But  no  matter  for  that,  who  fays  pit-a-pat  ? 

We  tack'd,  and  we  flood  to  the  weather ; 
We  tack'd  quite  about,  right  and  left,  brave  and  flout, 

And  fo  we  were  fideways  together. 

Souls  five  fcore  and  two,  maugre  all  they  could  do, 

We  took  in  a  tartan  alive  ; 
Six  hundred  did  fail  in  the  vefTel  fo  frail, 

But  our  hundred  had  cut  up  t\\e  Jive. 

*  Secretary  of  the  Admiralty. 
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But  of  this  by  the  bye  ;  for  now  we  drew  nigh 
To  each  other — quite  clofe — nay,  'tis  true  : 

Six  times  two  of  the  line,  large,  grand,  bright,  and  fine  ; 
Five  frigates  !  but  look'd  rather  blue. 

Fair  Honor,  quoth  I,  in  thy  arms  let  me  die, 
And  my  glory  burn  clear  in  the  focket ; 

Not    an    ounce   more   of  powder,  or   a  gun   or    note 
louder, 
So  the  d[ire£iions  ?]  I  put  in  my  pocket. 

Brave  Weft*  led  the  van,  I  follow'd  amain ; 

Such  clofing,  and  raking,  and  work, 
With  forefails  and  braces  all  flutt'ring  in  pieces, 

'Twould  have  melted  the  heart  of  a  Turk. 

But  the  devil,  in  fpite,  to  blaft  our  delight, 
Got  aboard  the  Intrepidf,  his  daughter, 

Made    her  jump,   fly,  and  ftumble,  reel,    elbow,   and 
tumble, 
And  drove  us  quite  out  of  the  water. 


*  Rear- Admiral  Weft,  the  fecond  in  command,  who  succeeded 
in  driving  feveral  of  the  enemy's  (hips  out  of  the  line,  but,  being 
unfupported  by  the  reft  of  the  Englifti  fleet,  was  compelled  to  return 
to  his  original  pofition. 

-f-  The  admiral's  own  (hip,  which,  ere  the  aftion  had  commenced, 
got  entangled  with  the  next  in  pofition,  and  became  for  awhile 
unmanageable. 
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And  now,  being  tea-time,  we  thought  it  was  the  time 

To  talk  over  what  we  had  done ; 
So  we  put  on  the  kettle  our  tempers  to  fettle, 

And  prefently  fet  the  fair  fun. 

Our  council  *  next  day,  in  feemly  array, 

Met,  fat,  and  debated  the  ftory ; 
We  found  that  our  fleet  at  laft  might  be  beat, 

And  then,  you  know,  where  is  the  glory  ? 

Moreover,  'twas  plain,  three  fhips  in  the  van 

Had  their  glafles  and  china  all  broke  ; 
And  this  gave  the  balance,  in  fpite  of  great  talents, 

Againji  us^ — a  damnable  ftroke  ! 

Without  fear  of  reproaches,  as  found  as  your  roaches, 
Of  glory  we've  fav'd  our  whole  flock  ; 

'Twere  pity,  indeed,  to  lofe  it,  or  bleed, 
For  a  toothlefs  old  man  f  and  a  rock. 


*  The  day  after  the  indecifive  aflion  with  the  French  fleet  under 
Admiral  de  la  Galiflbniere,  Byng  called  a  council  of  war,  and,  after 
reprefenting  to  them  the  bad  condition  of  his  fleet,  and  the  fupe- 
riority  of  the  enemy  in  men  and  guns,  announced  his  determination 
to  abandon  Minorca  and  return  to  Gibraltar. 

f  Blakeney,  who  commanded  the   fmall  garrifon  at  St.  Philip's 
Fort,  which  protected  Port  Mahon  in  the  ifland  of  Minorca. 
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ON  THE  SECRET  EXPEDITION  OF  1757. 

[One  of  the  earlieft  meafures  of  the  Newcaftle-Pitt  adminiftration 
was  to  defpatch  (in  the  month  of  September  1757)  a  fecret  expe- 
dition, confiding  of  a  powerful  fleet  under  Hawke,  and  a  propor- 
tionate number  of  land  forces  under  the  joint  command  of  Generals 
Mordaunt  and  Conway,  to  fweep  the  coafts  of  France  and  to  occupy 
Rochefort,  which  had  been  defcribed  to  the  Englifh  miniftry  as  ill- 
prepared  for  refiftance.  Upon  reaching  their  destination,  however, 
the  Britifh  commanders  found  that  any  attempt  upon  the  place  was 
impracticable.  After  various  controverfies  and  diflenfions  the 
generals  and  admirals  agreed  that  the  bell  thing  to  do  would  be  to 
return  home,  as  the  bad  feafon  was  approaching,  and  the  French 
were  collecting  a  great  army  along  the  coaft.  Accordingly  the  ex- 
pedition returned  on  the  third  of  Oclober.  The  public  mind  in 
England  was  greatly  agitated  by  this  inglorious  refult,  following  fo 
foon  after  the  disgraceful  capitulation  of  the  Duke  of  Cumberland 
at  the  head  of  50,000  Hanoverian  and  confederate  troops.  Walpole, 
writing  to  his  coufin,  12th  Oct,  1757,  reflects  the  public  feeling  at 
this  time  :  "  I  Shall  write  you  a  (hort  letter  for  more  reafons  than 
one,  —  there  are  you  blufhing  again  for  your  country  !  We  have 
often  behaved  extravagantly,  and  often  Shamefully  ;  this  time  we 
have  united  both.  I  think  I  will  not  read  a  newfpaper  this  month, 
till  the  French  have  vented  all  their  mirth.  If  I  had  told  you  two 
months  ago  that  this  magnificent  expedition  was  defigned  againft 
Rochefort,  would  you  have  believed  me  ?  Yet  we  are  ftrangely 
angry  that  we  have  not  taken  it !  The  clamour  againft  Sir  John 
Mordaunt  is  at  high-water  mark  ;  but  as  I  was  the  dupe  of  clamour 
laft  year  againft  one  of  the  braveft  men  [Admiral  Byng],  I  fhall 
fufpend  my  belief  till  all  is  explained.  Explained  it  will  be  fomehow 
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or  other  ;  it  feems  to  me  that  we  do  nothing  but  expofe  ourfelves  in 
fummer,  in  order  to  furnifh  inquiries  for  the  winter  5  and  then  thofe 
inquiries  expofe  us  again.'"] 

[Recitative.) 

O  more  let  Fame  difturb  our  ears 
With  Britifh  feats  in  ancient  wars  ; 
I  fing,  O  Britons,  join  the  lay, 
The  glories  of  a  modern  day. 
Thy  trump,  O  Fame,  with  repetition, 
Shall  found  the  fecret  expedition. 

(Hofier's  Ghoft.) 

Come,  and  liften  to  my  ditty, 

All  ye  friends  of  Britain  bold  : 
Foreign  nations  lend  your  pity, 

As  we've  often  lent  you  gold. 
Do  not  feoff  at  our  condition, 

Nor  indulge  your  little  fpite, 
For  the  Secret  Expedition 

Once  fo  dark  is  come  to  light. 


( There  tvas  an  Old  Woman,  who  liv'd  on  a  Moor. ) 

Now  'twas  in  the  month  of  June  or  July, 

Seventeen  hundred  and  fifty-feven, 
A  fcheme  was  adjufted  duly  and  tru-ly, 

And  orders  to  fit  out  a  fleet  were  given. 

Tol  de  Rol,  &c. 
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This  great  fleet  was  fitted  out ; 

To  frighten  all  France  was  their  intention, 
Which  they  might  have  done  (I'll  bet  ten  to  one), 

Had  n't  been  for  a  d — d  Convention.* 

Tol  de  Rol,  &c. 

[Chevy  Chace.) 

How  this  Convention  came  about, 

Attend,  and  you  fhall  hear ; 
And  foon  you'll  fmell  the  humbug  out  — 

A  humbug  'twill  appear. 

[Fair  Kitty  beautiful  and  young.) 

There  was  an  old  man  f  had  a  Houfe, 

A  very  fine  Houfe  %  had  he  ; 
As  fine  a  Houfe  as  ever  was, 

Or  is  in  Germany. 
Some  fcurvy  Frenchmen  came  that  way, 

Who  full  of  wrath  and  ire, 
They  fwore  they'd  plunder  all  his  land 

And  fet  his  barns  on  fire, 

And  fet  his  Houfe  on  fire,  &c. 


*  The  difgraceful  convention  of  Clofter  Seven,  concluded  by  the 
Duke  of  Cumberland  with  Marihal  Richelieu,  by  which  he  agreed 
for  himfelf  and  army  not  to  ferve  again  againft  the  French  during 
the  war. 

-f-  George  II. 

%  The  Ele&orate  of  Hanover. 
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[Chevy  Chace.) 

This  old  man  he  had  fent  his  fon  *, 

A  mighty  man  of  war, 
To  thrafh  thefe  rafcals  ev'ry  one — 

But  oh  !  he  did  not  dare. 

{Ally  Croker.) 

Now  this  hero,  they  valu'd  not  a  pin,  Sir, 

They  foon  found  out  means  for  to  block  him  in,  Sir  ;  f 

Then  they  began  to  bluffer  and  to  vapor, 

Which  frighten'd  the  hero  to  put  pen  to  paper : 

Alarm'd  with  fear  and  apprehenfion, 

He  fign'd  the  Hanover  Convention. 

[A  Llanth  lever  on  a  holiday.) 

Don't  you  thenk,  my  goot  friend,  hur  was   in  a   pitiful 

plight, 
When  hur  had  time  neither  to  run  nor  to  fight ; 
When  the  Houfe  of  hur  father  was  pofTefT'd  by  a  ftranger, 
Don't  you    thenk,  look    you    now,  'twas    in   very  great 

danger. 


*   Duke  of  Cumberland. 

f  The  Duke  was  driven  from  the  banks  of  the  Rhine  and  of  the 
Wefer,  as  well  as  from  Hanover,  by  the  French  under  Marfhal 
D'Etree,  and  ultimately  confined  within  a  corner  between  the 
river  Elbe  and  the  German  Ocean,  where  he  capitulated. 
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Oh  !  the  Houfe  of  his  father,  his  father's  fine  Houfe, 
Which  a  million  a  year  out  of  England  did  choufe, 
And  made  the  lean  Briton  *  *  *  *  as  fmall  as  a  moufe ; 
Look  you  now,  was  it  not  a  pitiful  Houfe  ? 


[Recitative.) 

Britannia  now  aghaft  beheld  her  fate ; 

But,  as  the  Deuce  would  have  it,  'twas  too  late : 

For,  ah  !  the  Fleet  fo  lately  fitted  out, 

To  fcour  Rochelle  and  all  the  coafts  about, 

Now  found  itfelf  too  weak,  the  French  too  ftout. 


[Abbot  of  Canterbury.) 

But  the  caufe  of  this  weaknefs  is  eafily  gueff'd  at, 
Which  may  very  well  ferve  for  all  Europe  to  jeft  at : 
Straight  a  floop  was  defpatch'd  for  to  call  back  tr?e  fleet, 
For  fear  they  mould  ftay  till  they'd  nothing  to  eat. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

Then  ftraight  they  put  back  in  a  devilifh  hurry, 
Which  put  the  rough  tars  in  a  rage  and  a  fury  ; 
And  while  we  at  home  dream'd  of  blood  and  of  wounds, 
They  all  arriv'd  fafe  and  fecure  in  the  Downs. 

Deny  down,  &c. 
VOL.  II.  z 
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What  joy  it  muft  be  to  a  nation  like  Britain, 
To  fee  fuch  a  Fleet  return  fafe  and  unbeaten  ! 
What  lefs  can  be  done  on  fo  great  an  occafion, 
Than  a  Day  of  Thankfgiving,  and  joy  thro'  the  Nation  ? 

Deny  down,  &c. 
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